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FOREWORD 


The collection of stories originally published in Ger- 
man by the Brothers Grimm under the title “House- 
hold Tales” was made, not with the idea of furnishing 
entertainment for young people, but with the avowed 
purpose of supplying authentic data for the scientific 
study of European folk-lore. The first volume, pub- 
lished in 1812, consisted of stories collected from vari- 
ous sources during a period of thirteen years. The 
material included in the second volume, which ap- 
peared in 1814, was largely from one source, a peasant 
woman, the wife of a cowherd, who possessed a won- 
derful gift for story telling. Many of the tales were 
taken down word for word from her dictation, and are 
as near as it is possible to get to the language of the 
people who have transmitted them by word of mouth 
from generation to generation. 

Although these books were intended for scientific 
study, so strong an appeal did the folk tales make that 
they soon became popular with the common people, 
and it was not long before numerous editions were de- 
manded. The stories were subsequently translated 
into other languages, and an English translator was 
the first to make a selection of such of them as were 
best suited to children’s use. Since that time, the 
“Household Tales” have been prime favorites with 
English speaking young people, and are still so to-day, 
as the publication of this new edition signifies. 

The question naturally arises whence originated 
these tales which have taken so strong a hold upon the 
human imagination? While it is impossible definitely 
to answer this query, a glance at the history of folk- 
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lore may be both interesting and profitable. Many of 
the stories contained in the Grimms’ collection, al- 
though derived from the current tales of the German 
peasants, have their counterparts in other languages. 
For instance, the story of Ashenputtel (or Cinderella) 
in slightly altered form may be found among the folk 
tales of Russia, Bohemia, France, Scandinavia, Eng- 
land, Wales, and Iceland. The story of Sleeping 
Beauty is to be found almost identical with that here 
related in at least four other languages. Stranger 
yet, the tale of the Wolf and the Seven Kids closely 
parallels similar tales in the folk-lore of Brittany, 
Sicily, Greece, and far-off Australia, and strongly re- 
sembles the story of the Sow and the Little Pigs to be 
found among the Kaffir tribes of South Africa. 

The inference is plain that these tales must have had 
a common origin; but whether the stories were carried 
from one land to another by early traders, or whether 
their possession by widely scattered peoples proves 
these groups to have sprung from one original stock, 
students of mythology have not yet decided. 

Certain it is that many of the tales are very old, 
having undergone numerous changes in the course of 
years, with such omissions and additions as were need- 
ful to adapt them to the country using them. A ver- 
sion of the Cinderella story, for instance, as old 
records show, was current in Iceland at least one thou- 
sand years ago; while the Wolf and Kids story can h§ 
traced in Greek mythology antedating the Christian 
era. 

A word as to the value of these folk tales to the 
young may not be amiss. A child’s mind dwells nat- 
urally on the fanciful, the unreal. Watch any small 
child amusing himself and you will soon recognize the 
play of his imagination. The chairs before him are 
horses, but they talk and frequently are made to eat 
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cake and candy. Bits of paper may be birds who con- 
verse with the child freely, or fly out of the window at 
will, although the casement is closed. Bulk and time 
and place, that so limit us of larger growth, have no 
part in the child’s mind world. Small wonder, then, 
that he so delights in the animals that talk, the fairies 
and dwarfs, the disguised princes and enchanted cas- 
tles of fairy lore. All these are food for his imagina- 
tion, and quite unknown to himself he is forming that 
trend of mind which will later develop into an appre- 
ciation for the higher arts and a striving after the 
ideal. 

But, some one may complain, in these stories there 
are gruesome details as well that may make a most 
unhappy impression. Let the complainant test one 
such story on any normal girl or boy under twelve 
years of age. Read it with him, discuss it with him, 
then endeavor to ascertain what salient points have 
impressed him. You will be surprised to find that the 
gruesome details have been entirely overlooked, and 
only the strange and the fanciful elements have been 
stamped upon his memory. 

In preparing this edition of the Grimms’ Tales, the 
aim of the publishers has been to present the best pos- 
sible collection of stories in their most desirable form. 
With this end in view, library experts in children’s 
literature and professional story tellers were con- 
sulted as to" the best English translations, with the 
result that those made by Lucy Crane, Mrs. Edgar 
Lucas, and M. Edwardes were unqualifiedly recom- 
mended. These three translations, therefore, have 
been used as the basis of the present volume. They 
have been diligently compared, and where the same 
tale appears in more than one version, the most accep- 
table rendition has been selected. Besides all the 
standard fairy tales of the Grimm collection, it has 
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been deemed wise to include a few fables and animal 
stories from the original “Household Tales,” thus 
making the volume truly representative of early Eu- 
ropean folk-lore. 
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THE TWELVE DANCING PRINCESSES 

T HERE was once a king who had twelve daughters, 
each more beautiful than the other. They slept 
together in a hall where their beds stood close to one 
another ; and at night, when they had gone to bed, the 
King locked the door and bolted it. But when he un- 
locked it in the morning, he noticed that their shoes had 
been danced to pieces, and nobody could explain how 
it happened. So the King sent out a proclamation 
saying that any one who could discover where the 
princesses did their night’s dancing should choose one 
of them to be his wife and should reign after his death ; 
but whoever presented himself, and failed to make the 
discovery after three days and nights, was to forfeit his 
life. 

A prince soon presented himself and offered to take 
the risk. He was well received, and at night was taken 
into a room adjoining the hall where the princesses 
slept. His bed was made up there, and he was to 
watch and see where they went to dance ; so that they 
could not do anything, or go anywhere else, the door 
of his room was left open too. But the eyes of the 
King’s son grew heavy, and he fell asleep. When he 
woke up in the morning all the twelve had been dancing, 
for the soles of their shoes were full of holes. The sec- 
ond and third evenings passed with the same results, 
and then the Prince found no mercy, and his head was 
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cut off. Many others came after him and offered to 
take the risk, but they all had to lose their lives. 

Now it happened that a poor soldier, who had been 
wounded and could no longer serve, found himself on 
the road to the town where the King lived. There he 
fell in with an old woman who asked him where he in- 
tended to go. 

‘ ‘ I really don ’t know, myself, ’ ’ he said ; and added, in 
fun, “I should like to discover where the King’s daugh- 
ters dance their shoes into holes, and after that to be- 
come king.” 

“That is not so difficult,” said the old woman. 
“You must not drink the wine which will be brought to 
you in the evening, but must pretend to be fast 
asleep. ’ ’ Whereupon she gave him a short cloak, say- 
ing: “When you wear this you will be invisible, and 
then you can slip out after the twelve princesses.” 

As soon as the soldier heard this good advice he took 
it up seriously, plucked up courage, appeared before 
the King, and offered himself as suitor. He was as 
well received as the others, and was dressed in royal 
garments. 

In the evening, when bed-time came, he was con- 
ducted to the ante-room. As he was about to go to 
bed the eldest princess appeared, bringing him a cup 
of wine ; but he had fastened a sponge under his chin 
and let the wine run down into it, so that he did not 
drink one drop. Then he lay down, and when he had 
been quiet a little while he began to snore as though in 
the deepest sleep. 
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The twelve princesses heard him, and laughed. 
The eldest said : ‘ ‘ He, too, must forfeit his life. ’ ’ 

Then they got up, opened cupboards, chests, and 
cases, and brought out their beautiful dresses. They 
decked themselves before the glass, skipping about and 
reveling in the prospect of the dance. Only the 
youngest sister said : “I don’t know what it is. You 

may rejoice, but I feel so strange; a misfortune is cer- 
tainly hanging over us.” 

“You are a little goose,” answered the eldest; “you 
are always frightened. Have you forgotten how many 
princes have come here in vain? Why, I need not have 
given the soldier a sleeping draught at all; the block- 
head would never have awakened.” 

When they were all ready they looked at the soldier ; 
but his eyes were shut and he did not stir. So they 
thought they would soon be quite safe. Then the eld- 
est went up to one of the beds and knocked on it; it 
sank into the earth, and they descended through the 
opening, one after another, the eldest first. 

The soldier, who had noticed everything, did not hesi- 
tate long, but threw on his cloak and went down behind 
the youngest. Half-way down he trod on her dress. 
She was frightened, and said: “What was that? who 
is holding on to my dress?” 

“Don’t be so foolish. You must have caught on a 
nail, ’ ’ said the eldest. Then they went right down, and 
when they got quite underground, they stood in a mar- 
velously beautiful avenue of trees ; all the leaves were 
silver, and glittered and shone. 
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The soldier thought, “I must take away some token 
with me.” And as he broke off a twig, a sharp crack 
came from the tree. 

The youngest cried out, “All is not well; did you 
hear that sound?” 

“Those are triumphal salutes, because we shall soon 
have released our princess,” said the eldest. 

Next they came to an avenue where all the leaves 
were of gold, and, at last into a third, where they were 
of shining diamonds. From both these he broke off a 
twig, and there was a crack each time which made the 
youngest princess start with terror ; but the eldest main- 
tained that the sounds were only triumphal salutes. 
They went on faster, and came to a great lake. Close 
to the bank lay twelve little boats, and in every boat 
sat a handsome prince. They had expected the twelve 
princesses, and each took one with him ; but the soldier 
seated himself by the youngest. 

Then said the Prince, “I don’t know why, but the 
boat is much heavier to-day, and I am obliged to row 
with all my strength to get it along.” 

“I wonder why it is,” said the youngest, “unless, 
perhaps, it is the hot weather; it is strangely hot.” 

On the opposite side of the lake stood a splendid 
brightly lighted castle, from which came the sound of 
the joyous music of trumpets and drums. They rowed 
across, and every prince danced with his love ; and the 
soldier danced too, unseen. If one of the princesses 
held a cup of wine he drank out of it, so that it was 
empty when she lifted it to her lips. This frightened 
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the youngest one, but the eldest always silenced her. 
They danced till three next morning, when their shoes 
were danced into holes, and they were obliged to stop. 
The princes took them hack across the lake, and this 
time the soldier took his seat beside the eldest. On 
the bank they said farewell to their princes, and prom- 
ised to come again the next night. When they got to 
the steps the soldier ran on ahead, lay down in bed, and 
when the twelve came lagging by, slowly and wearily, 
he began to snore again, very loud, so that they said, 
“We are quite safe as far as he is concerned.” Then 
they took off their beautiful dresses, put them away, 
placed the worn-out shoes under their beds, and lay 
down. 

The next morning the soldier determined to say noth- 
ing, but to see the wonderful doings again. So he went 
with them the second and third nights. Everything 
was just the same as the first time, and they danced 
each time till their shoes were in holes; but the third 
time the soldier took away a wine-cup as a token. 

When the appointed hour came for his answer, he 
took the three twigs and the cup with him and went be- 
fore the King. The twelve princesses stood behind 
the door listening to hear what he would say. When 
the King put the question, “Where did my daughters 
dance their shoes to pieces in the night?” he answered: 
“With twelve princes in an underground castle.” 
Then he produced the tokens. 

The King sent for his daughters and asked them 
whether the soldier had spoken the truth. As they 

17 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


saw that they were betrayed, and would gain nothing 
by lies, they were obliged to admit all. Thereupon the 
King asked the soldier which one he would choose as 
his wife. He answered : “ I am no longer young, give 
me the eldest.” 

So the wedding was celebrated that very day, and the 
kingdom was promised to him on the King’s death. 
But for every night which the princes had spent in 
dancing with the princesses a day was added to their 
time of enchantment. 
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f I ''HERE was once an old castle in the middle of a 
vast thick wood; in it there lived an old woman 
quite alone, and she was a witch. By day she made 
herself into a cat or a screech-owl, hut regularly at 
night she became a human being again. In this way 
she was able to decoy wild beasts and birds, which she 
would kill, and boil or roast. If any man came within a 
hundred paces of the castle, he was forced to stand still 
and could not move from the place till she gave the 
word of release ; hut if an innocent maiden came within 
the circle she changed her into a bird, and shut her up 
in a cage which she carried into a room in the castle. 
She must have had seven thousand cages of this kind, 
containing pretty birds. 

Now, there was once a maiden called Jorinda, who 
was more beautiful than all other maidens. She had 
promised to marry a very handsome youth named Jor- 
ingel, and it was in the days of their courtship, when 
they took the greatest joy in being alone together, that 
one day they wandered out into the forest. “Take 
care,” said Joringel; “do not let us go too near the 
castle. ’ ’ 

It was a lovely evening. The sunshine glanced be- 
tween the tree-trunks of the dark green-wood, while 
the turtle-doves sang plaintively in the old beech-trees. 
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Yet Jorinda sat down in the sunshine, and could not 
help weeping and bewailing, while Joringel, too, soon 
became just as mournful. They both felt as miserable 
as if they had been going to die. Gazing around them, 
they found they had lost their way, and did not know 
how they should find the path home. Half the sun still 
appeared above the mountain; half had sunk below. 
Joringel peered into the bushes and saw the old walls 
of the castle quite close to them ; he was terror-struck, 
and became pale as death. Jorinda was singing: 

“My birdie with its ring so red 
Sings sorrow, sorrow, sorrow; 

My love will mourn when I am dead, 

To-morrow, morrow, raor — jug, jug.” 

Joringel looked at her, but she was changed into a 
nightingale who sang “Jug, jug.” 

A screech-owl with glowing eyes flew three times 
around her, and cried three times “Shu hu-hu.” Jor- 
ingel could not stir ; he stood like a stone without being 
able to speak, or cry, or move hand or foot. The sun 
had now set ; the owl flew into a bush, out of which ap- 
peared almost at the same moment a crooked old 
woman, skinny and yellow; she had big, red eyes and 
a crooked nose whose tip reached her chin. She 
mumbled something, caught the nightingale, and car- 
ried it away in her hand. Joringel could not say a 
word nor move from the spot, and the nightingale was 
gone. At last the old woman came back, and said in 
a droning voice: “Greeting to thee, Zachiel! When 

the moon shines upon the cage, unloose the captive, 
Zachiel!” 
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Then Joringel was free. He fell on his knees before 
the witch, and implored her to give back his Jorinda ; 
but she said he should never have her again, and went 
away. He pleaded, he wept, he lamented, but all in 
vain. “Alas! what is to become of me!” said Joringel. 
At last he went away, and arrived at a strange village, 
where he spent a long time as a shepherd. He often 
wandered around about the castle, but did not go too 
near it. At last he dreamt one night that he found a 
blood-red flower, in the midst of which was a beautiful 
large pearl. He plucked the flower, and took it to the 
castle. Whatever he touched with it was made free of 
enchantment. He dreamt, too, that by this means he 
had found his Jorinda again. In the morning when he 
awoke he began to search over hill and dale, in the hope 
of finding a flower like this ; he searched till the ninth 
day, when he found the flower early in the morning. In 
the middle was a big dewdrop, as big as the finest pearl. 
This flower he carried day and night, till he reached 
the castle. He was not held fast as before when he 
came within the hundred paces of the castle, but walked 
straight up to the door. 

Joringel was filled with joy; he touched the door with 
the flower, and it flew open. He went in through the 
court, and listened for the sound of birds. He went 
on, and found the hall, where the witch was feeding the 
birds in the seven thousand cages. When she saw 
Joringel she was angry, very angry — scolded, and spat 
poison and gall at him. He paid no attention to her, 
but turned away and searched among the bird-cages. 
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Yes, but there were many hundred nightingales; how 
was he to find his Jornada? 

While he was looking about in this way he noticed 
that the old woman was secretly removing a cage with 
a bird inside, and was making for the door. He sprang 
swiftly towards her, touched the cage and the witch 
with the flower, and then she no longer had power to 
exercise her spells. Jorinda stood there, as beautiful 
as before, and threw her arms around Joringel’s neck. 
After that he changed all the other birds back into 
maidens again, and went home with Jorinda, and they 
lived long and happily together. 
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SPHERE was once upon a time a girl, who was lazy 
-*■ and hated v T ork, and nothing her mother could 
say would induce her to spin. At last the mother grew 
angry, and losing all patience with her, gave her a beat- 
ing. At this, the girl began to cry so loudly, that the 
Queen, who was driving past at the time, heard her 
cries and stopped. 

She went into the house and asked the mother why 
she was beating her daughter like that ; “ her screams, ’ ’ 
she said, “can be heard outside in the street.” 

The mother was ashamed to confess the truth about 
her daughter’s laziness, and so she answered: 

“I cannot get her to leave off spinning; she is for- 
ever at her wheel, and I am too poor to keep on buying 
her fresh flax.” 

“If that is all,” said the Queen, “there is nothing I 
like so much as the sound of spinning, and I am never 
happier than when I can hear the humming of the 
wheels ; let me have your daughter, and I will take her 
home with me to the castle. I have plenty of flax, and 
she can go on spinning there to her heart’s content.” 
The mother was heartily pleased at this proposal, 
and so the Queen left, taking the girl with her. On 
their arrival at the castle, she took her upstairs and 
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showed her three rooms, filled from floor to ceiling 
with the most beautiful flax. 

“Spin me all this,” said the Queen, “and when it is 
finished, you shall have my eldest son for your hus- 
band ; your poverty is not a matter of any consequence 
to me, for I consider that your unremitting industry is 
an all-sufficient dowry. ’ ’ 

The girl dared not say anything, but she inwardly 
trembled with fear, for she knew that she could never 
spin all that flax, were she to sit at her spinning-wheel 
from morning till night for three hundred years. As 
soon as she was alone, she began to weep, and she sat 
like that for three days, without doing a stroke of work. 

"When the Queen came again on the third day, she 
was surprised to find that the flax had not been touched. 
The girl excused herself by saying that she had felt so 
lonely and homesick, that she had not been able to be- 
gin her spinning. The Queen was satisfied with this 
excuse, but as she was leaving, she said : ‘ ‘To-morrow, 

mind, I shall expect you to begin your work.” 

Alone once more, the girl was at her wit’s end to 
know what to do, and in her distress of mind went and 
looked out of the window. There she saw three funny 
looking women coming towards her ; one had a big flat 
foot, another a large under-lip that hung over her chin ; 
and the third a very broad thumb. They stood still un- 
der the window, and looking up, asked the girl what was 
the matter. She told them her trouble, and they of- 
fered to help her. “If you will invite us to your wed- 
ding,” they said, “and will not be ashamed of us, but 
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introduce us as your cousins, and let us sit at your 
table, we will soon spin all that flax for you. ’ ’ 

“That I will gladly promise,” said the girl, “if you 
will but come in and begin working for me at once. ’ ’ 

So she let in the three women, and queer little figures 
they looked; and cleared a space for them in the first 
room. They sat down and began their spinning; the 
first drew out the thread and turned the wheel, the sec- 
ond moistened the thread, and the third twisted it, 
striking with her fingers on the table, and every time 
she did this, a beautiful skein of the finest spun yarn 
fell onto the ground. 

Whenever the Queen came, the girl hid the three 
women, and then showed her skein upon skein of spun 
yarn, till the Queen did not know how to find words 
enough to praise her. 

As soon as the first room was empty, the spinners 
went on to the second, and finally to the third, which, 
like the others, was very quickly cleared of the flax. 
Then the three women took leave of the girl, saying to 
her as they parted, “Do not forget the promise you 
made us, for it will bring you good fortune.” When 
the Queen was shown the empty rooms and the great 
piles of yarn, she began at once to make preparations 
for the wedding. The bridegroom was delighted to 
think he should have such a clever and industrious wife, 
and showered his praises upon her. 

“I have three cousins,” said the girl, “and they have 
shown me such great kindness in the past, that I should 
not like to forget them, now that I am happy and pros- 
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perous. Will you give me permission to invite tliem 
to the wedding, and allow them to sit at our table!” 
The Queen and the bridegroom both willingly consented 
to this request. 

The wedding-feast was beginning when in walked the 
three women, attired in the most wonderful dresses. 
The bride greeted them, and said, “Welcome, dear 
cousins,” but the bridegroom could not help exclaiming, 
“How came you to have such ugly friends!” 

Then he went up to the first, and asked her what had 
given her such a broad foot. 

“Turning the wheel,” she answered. 

Then he went to the second, and asked what had 
caused her to have such a large lip. 

“Moistening the thread,” she answered. 

Then he went on to the third, and asked what made 
her thumb so broad. 

“Twisting the thread,” she answered. 

“Then,” cried the Prince, horrified at these answers, 
“my beautiful wife shall never go near a spinning- 
wheel again as long as she lives.” And so, henceforth, 
she was rid of the hated task of spinning. 


26 


THE WREN AND THE BEAR 


/^VNCE upon a time, in the summer, a bear and a 
wolf were taking a walk in a wood when the 
bear heard a bird singing most beautifully, and he said, 
“Brother Wolf, what kind of bird is that singing so 
beautifully ?” 

“That is the King of the birds, and we must bow 
down to it.” 

But really it was a wren. 

“If that is so,” said the bear, “I should like to see 
his royal palace. Come, you must take me to it.” 

“That’s not so easy,” said the wolf. “You must 
wait till the Queen comes.” 

Soon after, the Queen made her appearance, bringing 
food in her beak, and the King came with her to feed 
their little ones. The hear would have liked to go in at 
once, but the wolf held him by the sleeve, and said, 
“No; now you must wait till the King and Queen fly 
away again.” 

So they marked the opening of the nest, and trudged 
on. But the bear had no rest till he could see the royal 
palace, and before long he went back. 

The King and the Queen had gone out again. He 
peeped in, and saw five or six young ones lying in the 
nest. 

“Is that the royal palace?” cried the bear. “What 
a miserable place ! And do you mean to say that you 
are royal children ? You must be changelings ! ’ ’ 
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When the young wrens heard this, they were furious, 
and shrieked, “No, indeed we’re not. Our parents are 
honest people; we must have this out with you.” 

The hear and the wolf Avere very much frightened. 
They turned around and ran home to their dens. 

But the young Avrens continued to shriek and scream 
aloud; and Avhen their parents came back with more 
food, they said, “We won’t touch so much as the leg of 
a fly, even if we staiwe, till you tell us Avhetlaer A\ T e are 
really your lawful children or not. The bear has been 
here calling us names.” 

Then said the old king, “Only be quiet, and this shall 
be seen to.” 

Thereupon he and his wife, the Queen, fleAV off to the 
bear in his den, and called in to him, ‘ ‘ Old Bruin, why 
liaA T e you been calling our children names ? It will turn 
out badly for you, and it will lead to a bloody war 
between us.” 

So war was declared, and all the four-footed animals 
Avere called together — the ox, the ass, the cow, the stag, 
the roedeer, and every other creature on the earth. 

But the wren called together every creature Avliicli 
flew in the air, not only birds both large and small, but 
also the gnats, the hornets, the bees, and the flies. 

When the time came for the war to begin, the Avrens 
sent out scouts to discover where the commanding gen- 
erals of the enemy were to be found. The gnats were 
the most cunning of all. They SAvarmed in the wood 
where the enemy were assembled, and at last they hid 
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themselves under a leaf of the tree where the orders 
were being given. 

The bear called the fox up to him and said, “You are 
the slyest of all the animals, Reynard. You shall be 
our general, and lead us.” 

“Very good,” said the fox; “but what shall w r e have 
for a signal?” But nobody could think of anything. 
Then said the fox, “I have a fine, long, bushy tail, 
which almost looks like a red feather brush. When I 
hold my tail erect, things are going well, and you must 
march forward at once ; but if it droops, you must all 
run away as hard as ever you can.” 

When the gnats heard this they flew straight home 
and told the wrens every detail. 

When the day broke, all the four-footed animals came 
rushing to the spot where the battle was to take place. 
They came with such a tramping that the earth shook. 

The wren and his army also came swarming through 
the air ; they fluttered and buzzed enough to terrify one. 
And then they made for one another. 

The wren sent the hornet down with orders to seat 
herself under the tail of the fox and to sting him with 
all her might. 

When the fox felt the first sting he quivered, and 
raised one leg in the air; but he bore it bravely, and 
kept his tail erect. At the second sting he was forced 
to let it droop for a moment, but the third time he could 
bear it no longer; he screamed, and down went his tail 
between his legs. When the animals saw this they 
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thought all was lost, and off they ran helter-skelter, as 
fast as they could go, each to his own den. 

So the birds won the battle. 

When it was over the King and the Queen flew home 
to their children, and cried, ‘ ‘ Children, he happy ! Eat 
and drink to your hearts’ content; we have won the 
battle.” 

But the young wrens said, “We won’t eat till the 
bear comes here to make an apology, and says that we 
are really and truly your lawful children.” 

The wren flew to the bear’s den, and cried, “Old 
Bruin, you will have to come and apologize to my chil- 
dren for calling them names, or else you will have all 
your ribs broken. ’ ’ 

So in great terror the bear crept to the nest and 
apologized, and at last the young wrens were satisfied, 
and they ate and drank and made merry till far into 
the night. 
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THE GOLDEN BIRD 


A LONG time ago there was a king who had a 
lovely pleasure-garden around his palace, and 
in it stood a tree which bore golden apples. When the 
apples were nearly ripe they were counted, hut the very 
next morning one was missing. 

This was reported to the King, and he ordered a 
watch to be set every night under the tree. 

The King had three sons, and he sent the eldest into 
the garden at nightfall ; but by midnight he was over- 
come with sleep, and in the morning another apple 
was missing. 

On the following night the second son had to keep 
watch, but he fared no better. "When the clock struck 
twelve, he too was fast asleep, and in the morning an- 
other apple was gone. 

The turn to watch now came to the third son. He 
was quite ready, but the King had not much confidence 
in him, and thought that he would accomplish even less 
than his brothers. At last, however, he gave his per- 
mission ; so the youth lay down under the tree to watch, 
determined not to let sleep get the mastery over him. 

As the clock struck twelve there was a rustling in the 
air, and by the light of the moon he saw a bird, whose 
shining feathers were of pure gold. The bird settled 
on the tree, and was just plucking an apple when the 
young prince shot an arrow at it. The bird flew away, 
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but the arrow hit its plumage, and one of the golden 
feathers fell to the ground. The Prince picked it up, 
and in the morning took it to the King and told him all 
that he had seen in the night. 

The King assembled his council, and everybody de- 
clared that a feather like that was worth more than the 
whole kingdom. “If the feather is worth so much,” 
said the King, “one will not satisfy me; I must and 
will have the whole bird.” 

The eldest, relying on his cleverness, set out in search 
of the bird, and thought that he would be sure to find it 
soon. 

When he had gone some distance he saw a fox sitting 
by the edge of a wood; he raised his gun and aimed 
at it. The fox cried out, ‘ ‘ Do not shoot me, and I will 
give you some good advice. You are going to look for 
the Golden Bird ; you will come to a village at nightfall, 
where you will find two inns opposite each other. One 
of them will be brightly lighted, and there will be noise 
and revelry going on in it. Be sure you do not choose 
that one, but go into the other, even if you don’t like the 
looks of it so well.” 

“How can a stupid animal like that give me good 
advice?” thought the King’s son, and he pulled the 
trigger, but missed the fox, who turned tail and made 
off into the wood. 

Thereupon the Prince continued his journey, and at 
nightfall reached the village with the two inns. Sing- 
ing and dancing were going on in the one, and the other 
had a poverty-stricken and decayed appearance. 
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“I should he a fool,” he said, “if I were to go to that 
miserable place with this good one so near.” 

So he went into the noisy one, and lived there in riot- 
ing and revelry, forgetting the bird, his father, and all 
his good counsels. 

When some time had passed the eldest son did not 
come back, the second prepared to start in quest of the 
Golden Bird. He met the fox, as the eldest son had 
done, and it gave him the same good advice, of which 
he took just as little heed. 

He came to the two inns, and saw his brother stand- 
ing at the window of the one whence sounds of revelry 
proceeded. He could not withstand his brother’s call- 
ing, so he went in and gave himself up to a life of 
pleasure. 

Again some time passed, and the King’s youngest 
son wanted to go out to try his luck; but his father 
would not let him go. 

“It is useless,” he said. “He will be even less able 
to find the Golden Bird than his brothers, and when any 
ill luck overtakes him, he will not be able to help him- 
self; he has no backbone.” 

But at last, because he gave him no peace, he let him 
go. The fox again sat at the edge of the wood, begged 
for its life, and gave its good advice. The Prince was 
good-natured, and said : “Be calm, little fox, I will do 
thee no harm.” 

“You won’t repent it,” answered the fox; “and so 
that you may get along faster, come and mount on my 
tail.” 
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No sooner had he seated himself than the fox began 
to run, and away they flew over stock and stone, at 
such a pace that his hair whistled in the wind. 

When they reached the village, the Prince dis- 
mounted, and following the good advice of the fox, he 
went straight to the mean inn without looking about 
him, and there he passed a peaceful night. In the 
morning when he went out into the fields, there sat the 
fox, who said : “I will now tell you what you must do 
next. Walk straight on till you come to a castle, in 
front of which a whole regiment of soldiers is en- 
camped. Don’t he afraid of them; they will all be 
asleep and snoring. Walk through the midst of them 
straight into the castle, and through all the rooms, and 
at last you will reach an apartment where the Golden 
Bird will be hanging in a common wooden cage. A 
golden cage stands near it for show, but beware ! what- 
ever you do, you must not take the bird out of the 
wooden cage to put it into the other, or it will be the 
worse for you.” 

After these words the fox again stretched out his tail, 
the Prince took his seat in it, and away they flew over 
stock and stone, till his hair whistled in the wind. 

When he arrived at the castle, he found everything 
just as the fox had said. 

The Prince went to the room where the Golden Bird 
hung in the wooden cage, with a golden cage standing 
by, and the three golden apples were scattered about 
the room. He thought it would be absurd to leave the 
beautiful bird in the common old cage, so he opened the 
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door, caught it, and put it into the golden cage. But 
as he did it, the bird uttered a piercing shriek. The 
soldiers woke up, rushed in, and carried him away to 
prison. Next morning he was taken before a judge, 
and, as he confessed all, he was sentenced to death. 
The King, however, said that he would spare his life on 
one condition, and this was that he should bring him 
the Golden Horse which runs faster than the wind. In 
addition, he should have the Golden Bird as a reward. 

So the Prince set off with many sighs ; he was very 
sad, for where was he to find the Golden Horse? 

Then suddenly he saw his old friend the fox sitting 
on the road. “Now you see,” said the fox, “all this 
has happened because you did not listen to me. All the 
same, keep up your spirits ; I will protect you and tell 
you how to find the Golden Horse. You must keep 
straight along the road, and you will come to a palace, 
in the stable of which stands the Golden Horse. The 
grooms will be lying around the stable, but they will be 
fast asleep and snoring, and you can safely lead the 
horse through them. Only, one thing you must beware 
of. Put the old saddle of wood and leather upon it, 
and not the golden one hanging near, or you will 
rue it.” 

Then the fox stretched out his tail, the Prince took 
his seat, and away they flew over stock and stone, till 
his hair whistled in the wind. 

Everything happened just as the fox had said. The 
Prince came to the stable where the Golden Horse 
stood, but when he was about to put the old saddle on 
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its back, lie thought, “Such a beautiful animal will be 
disgraced if I don’t put the good saddle upon him, as he 
deserves.” Hardly had the golden saddle touched the 
horse than he began neighing loudly. The grooms 
awoke, seized the Prince, and threw him into a dungeon. 

The next morning he was taken before a judge, and 
condemned to death; but the King promised to spare 
his life, and give him the Golden Horse as well, if he 
could bring him the beautiful princess out of the golden 
palace. With a heavy heart the Prince set out, when to 
his delight he soon met the faithful fox. 

“I ought to leave you to your fate,” he said; “but I 
will have pity on you and once more help you out of 
your trouble. Your road leads straight to the golden 
palace, — you will reach it in the evening ; and at night, 
when everything is quiet, the beautiful princess will go 
to the bathroom to take a bath. As she goes along, 
spring forward and give her a kiss, and she will follow 
you. Lead her away with you ; only on no account al- 
low her to bid her parents good-by, or it will go badly 
with you.” 

Again the fox stretched out his tail, the Prince seated 
himself upon it, and off they flew over stock and stone, 
till his hair whistled in the wind. 

When he got to the palace, it was just as the fox had 
said. He waited till midnight, and when the whole 
palace was wrapped in sleep, and the maiden went to 
take a bath, he sprang forward and gave her a kiss. 
She said she was quite willing to go with him, but she 
implored him to let her say good-by to her parents. At 
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first he refused ; but as she cried, and fell at his feet, at 
last he gave her leave. Hardly had the maiden stepped 
up to her father’s bed, when he and every one else in the 
palace woke up. The Prince was seized and thrown 
into prison. 

Next morning the King said to him, “Your life is 
forfeited, and it can only be spared if you clear away 
the mountain in front of my window, which shuts out 
the view. It must be done in eight days, and if you 
accomplish the task you shall have my daughter as a 
reward.” 

So the Prince began his labors, and he dug and shov- 
eled without ceasing. On the seventh day, when he saw 
how little he had done, he became very sad, and gave up 
all hope. However, in the evening the fox appeared 
and said, “You do not deserve any help from me, but 
lie down and go to sleep; I will do the work.” In the 
morning when he woke and looked out of the window, 
the mountain had disappeared. 

Overjoyed, the Prince hurried to the King and told 
him that his condition was fulfilled, and, whether he 
liked it or not, he must keep his word and give him his 
daughter. 

So they both went away together, and before long the 
faithful fox joined them. 

“You certainly have got the best thing of all,” said 
he; “hut to the maiden of the golden palace the Golden 
Horse belongs.” 

“How am I to get it?” asked the Prince. 

“Oh! I will tell you that,” answered the fox. 
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“First take the beautiful maiden to the King who sent 
you to the golden palace. There will be great joy when 
you appear, and they will bring out the Golden Horse 
to you. Mount it at once, and shake hands with every- 
body, last of all with the beautiful maiden; and when 
you have taken her hand firmly, pull her up beside you 
with a swing and gallop away. No one will be able to 
catch you, for the horse goes faster than the wind.” 

All this was successfully done, and the Prince carried 
off the beautiful maiden on the Golden Horse. 

The fox was not far off, and he said to the Prince, 
“Now I will help you to get the Golden Bird, too. 
When you approach the castle where the Golden Bird 
lives, let the maiden dismount, and I will take care of 
her. Then ride with the Golden Horse into the court- 
yard of the castle ; there will be great rejoicing when 
they see you, and they will bring out the Golden Bird 
to you. As soon as you have the cage in your hand, 
gallop back to us and take up the maiden again.” 
When these plans had succeeded, and the Prince was 
ready to ride on with all his treasures, the fox said to 
him: 

“Now you must reward me for my help.” 

“What do you want?” asked the Prince. 

“When you reach that wood, shoot me dead and cut 
off my head and my paws.” 

“That would indeed be gratitude!” said the Prince. 
“I can’t possibly promise to do such a thing.” 

The fox said, “If you won’t do it, I must leave you; 
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but before I go I will give you one more piece of advice. 
Beware of two things — buy no gallows-birds, and don’t 
sit on the edge of a well.” Saying which, he ran off 
into the wood. 

The Prince thought, “That is a strange animal ; what 
whims he has. Who on earth would want to buy gal- 
lows-birds ! And the desire to sit on the edge of a well 
has never yet seized me!” 

He rode on with the beautiful maiden, and the road 
led him through the village where his two brothers had 
stayed behind. There was a great hubbub in the vil- 
lage, and when he asked what it was about, he was told 
that two persons were going to be hanged. When he 
got nearer he saw that they were his brothers, who had 
wasted their possessions and done all sorts of evil 
deeds. He asked if they could not be set free. 

“Yes, if you’ll ransom them,” answered the people; 
“but why will you throw your money away in buying 
off such wicked people?” 

He did not stop to reflect, however, but paid the ran- 
som for them, and when they were set free they all 
journeyed on together. 

They came to the wood where they had first met the 
fox. It was deliciously cool there, while the sun was 
broiling outside, so the two brothers said, “Let us sit 
down here by the well to rest a little and eat and drink. ’ ’ 
The Prince agreed, and during the conversation he 
forgot what he was about, and, never dreaming of any 
foul play, seated himself on the edge of the well. But 
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liis two brothers threw him backwards into it, and went 
home to their father, taking with them the maiden, the 
horse, and the bird. 

“Here we bring you not only the Golden Bird, but 
the Golden Horse, and the maiden from the golden pal- 
ace, as our booty.” 

Thereupon there was great rejoicing ; but the horse 
would not eat, the bird would not sing, and the maiden 
sat and wept all day. 

The youngest brother had not perished, however. 
Happily the well was dry, and he fell upon soft moss 
without taking any harm ; only, he could not get out. 

Even in this great strait the faithful fox did not for- 
sake him, but came leaping down and scolded him for 
not taking his advice. “I can’t leave you to your fate, 
though; I must help you to get back to the light of 
day.” He told him to take tight hold of his tail, and 
then he dragged him up. “You are not out of every 
danger even now,” said the fox. “Your brothers were 
not sure of your death, so they have set watchers all 
over the wood to.kill you if they see you.” 

A poor old man was sitting by the roadside, and the 
Prince exchanged clothes with him, and by this means 
he succeeded in reaching the King’s court. 

Nobody recognized him, but the bird began to sing, 
the horse began to eat, and the beautiful maiden left 
off crying. 

In astonishment the King asked, “What does all this 
mean?” 

The maiden answered: “I do not know; but I was 

40 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 

very sad, and now I ana gay. It seems to nae that my 
true bridegroom must have come.” 

She told the King all that had happened, although the 
two brothers had threatened her with death if she be- 
trayed anything. The King ordered every person in 
the palace to be brought before him. Among them 
came the Prince disguised as an old man in all his rags ; 
but the maiden knew him at once, and fell on his neck. 
The wicked brothers were seized and put to death ; but 
the Prince was married to the beautiful maiden, and 
proclaimed heir to the King. 

But what became of the poor fox ? Long afterwards, 
when the Prince went out into the fields one day, he 
met the fox, who said : “You have everything that you 

can desire, but there is no end to my misery. It still 
lies in your power to release me.” And again he im- 
plored the Prince to shoot him dead, and to cut off his 
head and his paws. 

At last the Prince consented to do as he was asked, 
and no sooner was it done than the fox was changed 
into a man; no other than the brother of the beautiful 
princess, at last set free from the evil spell which so 
long had lain upon him. 

There was nothing now wanting to their happiness 
for the rest of their lives. 
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HANSEL AND GEETHEL 


LOSE to a large forest there lived a woodcutter 


with his wife and his two children. The boy 
was called Hansel, and the girl Grethel. They were al- 
ways very poor, and had very little to live on; and at 
one time, when there was famine in the land, he could 
no longer procure daily bread. 

One night he lay in bed worrying over his troubles, 
and he sighed and said to his wife: “What is to be- 
come of us? How are we to feed our poor children 
when we have nothing for ourselves?” 

“I’ll tell you what, husband,” answered the woman, 
‘ 1 to-morrow morning we will take the children out quite 
early into the thickest part of the forest. We will light 
a fire, and give each of them a piece of bread ; then we 
will go to our work and leave them alone. They won’t 
be able to find their way back, and so we shall be rid 
of them. ’ ’ 

“Nay, wife,” said the man; “we won’t do that. I 
could never find it in my heart to leave my children 
alone in the forest; the wild animals would soon tear 
them to pieces.” 

“What a fool you are!” she said. “Then we must 
all four die of hunger. You may as well plane the 
boards for our coffins at once.” 

She gave him no peace till he consented. “But I 



42 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 

grieve over the poor children all the same,” said the 
man. 

The two children could not go to sleep for hunger 
either, and they heard what their stepmother said to 
their father. 

Grethel wept bitterly, and said: “All is over with 
us now!” 

“Be quiet, Grethel!” said Hansel. “Don’t cry; I 
will find some way out of it.” 

When the old people had gone to sleep, he got up, put 
on his little coat, opened the door, and slipped out. 
The moon was shining brightly, and the white pebbles 
round the house shone like newly minted coins. Han- 
sel stooped down and put as many into his pockets as 
they would hold. 

Then he went back to Grethel, and said: “Take 
comfort, little sister, and go to sleep. God won’t for- 
sake us. ’ ’ And then he went to bed again. 

When the day broke, before the sun had risen, the 
woman came and said: “Get up, you lazy bones; we 
are going into the forest to fetch wood.” 

Then she gave them each a piece of bread, and said : 
“Here is something for your dinner, but mind you don’t 
eat it before, for you’ll get no more.” 

Grethel put the bread under her apron, for Hansel 
had the stones in his pockets. Then they all started 
for the forest. 

When they had gone a little way, Hansel stopped and 
looked back at the cottage, and he did the same thing 
again and again. 
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His father said : “Hansel, what are you stopping to 
look back at! Take care, and put your best foot fore- 
most. ’ ’ 

“OF ather ! ’ ’ said Hansel, ‘ ‘ I am looking at my white 
cat, it is sitting on the roof, wanting to say good-by to 
me. ’ ’ 

“Little fool! that’s no cat, it’s the morning sun shin- 
ing on the chimney,” said the mother. 

But Hansel had not been looking at the cat, he had 
been dropping a pebble onto the ground each time he 
stopped. When they reached the middle of the forest, 
their father said : 

“Now, children, pick up some wood, I want to make 
a fire to warm you.” 

Hansel and Grethel gathered the twigs together and 
soon made a huge pile. Then the pile was lighted, and 
when it blazed up, the woman said: “Now lie down by 
the fire and rest yourselves while we go and cut wood ; 
when we have finished we will come back to fetch you.” 

Hansel and Grethel sat by the fire, and when dinner- 
time came they each ate their little bit of bread, and 
they thought their father was quite near because they 
could hear the sound of an ax. It was no ax, however, 
but a branch which the man had tied to a dead tree, and 
which blew backwards and forwards against it. They 
sat there such a long time that they got tired, their eyes 
began to close, and they were soon fast asleep. 

When they woke it was dark night. Grethel began 
to cry : ‘ ‘ How shall we ever get out of the wood ! ’ ’ 
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But Hansel comforted her, and said : “Wait a little 
till the moon rises, then we will soon find our way.” 
When the full moon rose, Hansel took his little sis- 
ter’s hand, and they walked on, guided by the pebbles, 
which glittered like newly coined money. They walked 
the whole night, and at daybreak they found themselves 
back at their father’s cottage. 

They knocked at the door, and when the woman 
opened it and saw Hansel and Grethel, she said : “You 
bad children, why did you sleep so long in the wood? 
We thought you did not mean to come back any more.” 
But their father was delighted, for it had gone to his 
heart to leave them behind alone. 

Not long after they were again in great destitution, 
and the children heard the woman at night in bed say 
to their father: “We have eaten up everything again 

but half a loaf, and then we are at the end of every- 
thing. The children must go away ; we will take them 
further into the forest so that they won’t be able to find 
their way hack. There is nothing else to be done.” 
The man took it much to heart, and said: “We had 
better share our last crust with the children.” 

But the woman would not listen to a word he said, 
she only scolded and reproached him. Any one who 
once says A must also say B, and as the father had 
given in the first time, he had to do so the second. The 
children were again wide awake and heard what was 
said. 

When the old people went to sleep Hansel again got 

45 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


up, meaning to go out and get some more pebbles, but 
the woman had locked the door and he couldn’t get out. 
But he consoled his little sister, and said : 

“Don’t cry, Grethel; go to sleep. God will help us.” 
In the early morning the woman made the children 
get up, and gave them each a piece of bread, but it was 
smaller than the last. On the way to the forest Hansel 
crumbled it up in his pocket, and stopped every now and 
then to throw a crumb onto the ground. 

“Hansel, what are you stopping to look about you 
for?” asked his father. 

“I am looking at my dove which is sitting on the roof 
and wants to say good-by to me,” answered Hansel. 

“Little fool!” said the woman, “that is no dove, it 
is the morning sun shining on the chimney. ’ ’ 
Nevertheless, Hansel strewed the crumbs from time 
to time on the ground. The woman led the children far 
into the forest where they had never been in their lives 
before. Again they made a big fire, and the woman 
said: 

“Stay where you are, children, and when you are 
tired you may go to sleep for a while. We are going 
further on to cut wood, and in the evening when we 
have finished we will come back and fetch you.” 

At dinner-time Grethel shared her bread with Han- 
sel, for he had crumbled his up on the road. Then they 
went to sleep, and the evening passed, but no one came 
to fetch the poor children. 

It was quite dark when they woke up, and Hansel 
cheered his little sister, and said: “Wait a bit, 
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Grethel, till the moon rises, then we can see the 
breadcrumbs which I scattered to show us the way 
home. ’ ’ 

When the moon rose they started, but they found no 
bread-crumbs, for all the thousands of birds in the for- 
est had pecked them up and eaten them. 

Hansel said to Grethel: “We shall soon find the 
way. ’ ’ 

But they could not find it. They walked the whole 
night, and all the nest day from morning till night, but 
they could not get out of the wood. 

They were very hungry, for they had nothing to eat 
but a few berries which they found. They were so 
tired that their legs would not carry them any further, 
and they lay down under a tree and went to sleep. 

When they woke in the morning, it was the third day 
since they had left their father ’s cottage. They started 
to walk again, but they only got deeper and deeper into 
the wood, and if no help came they must perish. 

At midday they saw a beautiful snow-white bird sit- 
ting on a tree. It sang so beautifully that they stood 
still to listen to it. When it stopped, it fluttered its 
wings and flew around them. They followed it till they 
came to a little cottage, on the roof of which it settled 
itself. 

When they got quite near, they saw that the little 
house was made of bread, and it was roofed with cake ; 
the windows were transparent sugar. 

“This will be something for us,” said Hansel. “We 
will have a good meal. I will have a piece of the roof, 

47 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


Grethel, and you can have a bit of the window, it will 
he nice and sweet. ’ ’ 

Hansel stretched up and broke off a piece of the roof 
to try what it was like. Grethel went to the window 
and nibbled at that. A gentle voice called out from 
within : 

‘‘Nibbling, nibbling like a mouse, 

Who’s nibbling at my little house ? ” 

The children answered : 

“The wind, the wind doth blow 
From heaven to earth below,” 

and went on eating without disturbing themselves. 
Hansel, who found the roof very good, broke off a large 
piece for himself ; and Grethel pushed a whole round 
pane out of the window, and sat down on the ground to 
enjoy it. 

All at once the door opened and an old, old woman, 
supporting herself on a crutch, came hobbling out. 
Hansel and Grethel were so frightened, that they 
dropped what they held in their hands. 

But the old woman only shook her head, and said: 
“Ah, dear children, who brought you here? Come in 
and stay with me ; you will come to no harm. ’ ’ 

She took them by the hand and led them into the little 
house. A nice dinner was set before them, pancakes 
and sugar, milk, apples, and nuts. After this she 
showed them two little white beds into which they crept, 
and felt as if they were in Heaven. 

Although the old woman appeared to be so friendly, 
she was really a wicked old witch who was on the watch 
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for children, and she had built the bread house on pur- 
pose to lure them to her. Whenever she could get a 
child into her clutches she cooked it and ate it, and con- 
sidered it a grand feast. Witches have red eyes, and 
can’t see very far, but they have keen scent like ani- 
mals, and can perceive the approach of human beings. 

When Hansel and Grethel came near her, she laughed 
wickedly to herself, and said scornfully : “ Now I have 
them, they shan’t escape me.” 

She got up early in the morning, before the children 
were awake, and when she saw them sleeping, with their 
beautiful rosy cheeks, she murmured to herself: 
‘ ‘ They will be dainty morsels. ’ ’ 

She seized Hansel with her bony hand and carried 
him off to a little stable, where she shut him up with a 
barred door; he might shriek as loud as he liked, she 
took no notice of him. Then she went to Grethel and 
shook her till she woke, and cried : 

“Get up, little lazy-bones, fetch some water and cook 
something nice for your brother ; he is in the stable, and 
has to be fattened. When he is nice and fat, I will eat 
him.” 

Grethel began to cry bitterly, but it was no use, she 
had to obey the witch’s orders. The best food w T as now 
cooked for poor Hansel, but Grethel only had the shells 
of crayfish. 

The old woman hobbled to the stable every morning, 
and cried: “Hansel, put your finger out for me to feel 
how fat you are.” 

Hansel put out a knuckle-bone, and the old woman, 
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whose eyes were dim, could not see, and thought it was 
his finger, and she was much astonished that he did 
not get fat. 

When four weeks had passed, and Hansel still kept 
thin, she became very impatient and would wait no 
longer. 

“Now then, Grethel,” she cried, “bustle along and 
fetch the water. Fat or thin, to-morrow I will kill Han- 
sel and eat him.” 

Oh, how his poor little sister grieved. As she carried 
the water, the tears streamed down her cheeks. 

“Dear God, help us!” she cried. “If only the wild 
animals in the forest had devoured us, we should, at 
least, have died together. ’ ’ 

“You may spare your lamentations ; they will do you 
no good,” said the old woman. 

Early in the morning Grethel had to go out to fill the 
kettle with water, and then she had to kindle a fire and 
hang the kettle over it. 

“We will bake first,” said the old witch. “I have 
heated the oven and kneaded the dough.” 

She pushed poor Grethel towards the oven, and said : 
“Creep in and see if it is properly heated, and then we 
will put the bread in. ’ ’ 

She meant, when Grethel had got in, to shut the door 
and roast her. 

But Grethel saw her intention, and said: “I don’t 
know how to get in. How am I to manage it?” 

“Stupid goose!” cried the witch. “The opening is 
big enough ; you can see that I could get into it myself.” 
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She hobbled up, and stuck her head into the oven. 
But Grethel gave her a push which sent the witch right 
in, and then she hanged the door and bolted it. 

“ Oh ! oh ! ” she began to howl horribly. But Grethel 
ran away and left the wicked witch to perish miser- 
ably. 

Grethel ran as fast as she could to the stable. She 
opened the door, and cried: “Hansel, we are saved. 
The old witch is dead. ’ ’ 

Hansel sprang out, like a bird out of a cage when the 
door is set open. How delighted they were. They fell 
upon each other’s necks, and kissed each other, and 
danced about for joy. 

As they had nothing more to fear, they went into the 
witch’s house, and they found chests in every corner 
full of pearls and precious stones. 

“These are better than pebbles,” said Hansel, as he 
filled his pockets. 

Grethel said: “I must take something home with 
me too.” And she filled her apron. 

“But now we must go,” said Hansel, “so that we 
may get out of this enchanted wood.” 

Before they had gone very far, they came to a great 
piece of water. 

“We can’t get across it,” said Hansel; “I see no 
stepping-stones and no bridge.” 

“And there are no boats either,” answered Grethel. 
“But there is a duck swimming, it will help us over if 
we ask it.” 

So she cried — 
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“Little duck, that cries quack, quack, 

Here Grethel and here Hansel stand. 

Quickly, take us on your back, 

No path nor bridge is there at hand I ” 

The cluck came swimming towards them, and Hansel 
got on its back, and told his sister to sit on his knee. 

“No,” answered Grethel, “it will be too heavy for 
the duck ; it must take us over one after the other. ’ ’ 

The good creature did this, and when they had got 
safely over and walked for a while, the wood seemed to 
grow more and more familiar to them, and at last they 
saw their father’s cottage in the distance. They began 
to run, and rushed inside, where they threw their arms 
around their father’s neck. The man had not had a 
single happy moment since he had deserted his children 
in the wood, and in the meantime his wife had died. 

Grethel shook her apron and scattered the pearls and 
precious stones all over the floor, and Hansel added 
handful after handful out of his pockets. 

So all their troubles came to an end, and they lived 
together as happily as possible. 
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/~\NCE upon a time a father sent for his three sons, 
and gave to the eldest a cock, to the second a 
scythe, and to the third a cat. “I am now old,” said 
he, “my end is approaching, and I would fain provide 
for you before I die. Money I have none, and what I 
give you seems of but little worth; yet it rests with 
yourselves alone to turn my gifts to good account. 
Only seek out for a land where what you have is as yet 
unknown, and your fortune is made. ’ ’ 

After the death of the father, the oldest set out with 
his cock : but wherever he went, in every town he saw 
from afar off a cock sitting upon the church steeple, and 
turning round with the wind. In the villages he always 
heard plenty of them crowing, and his bird was there- 
fore nothing new ; so there did not seem much chance 
of his making his fortune. At length it happened that 
he came to an island where the people who lived there 
had never heard of a cock, and knew not even how to 
reckon the time. They knew, indeed, if it were morn- 
ing or evening ; but at night, if they lay awake, they had 
no means of knowing how time went. “Behold,” said 
he to them, “what a noble animal this is! how like a 
knight he is ! he carries a bright red crest upon his head, 
and spurs upon his heels; he crows three times every 
night, at stated hours, and at the third time the sun is 
about to rise. But this is not all ; sometimes he screams 
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in broad day-light, and then you must take warning, for 
the weather is surely about to change. ’ ’ This pleased 
the natives mightily; they kept awake one whole night, 
and heard, to their great joy, how gloriously the cock 
called the hour, at two, four, and six o’clock. Then 
they asked him whether the bird was to be sold, and how 
much he would sell it for. “About as much gold as an 
ass can carry,” said he. “A very fair price for such 
an animal,” cried they with one voice; and agreed to 
give him what he asked. 

When he returned home with his wealth, his brothers 
wondered greatly; and the second said, “I will now set 
forth likewise, and see if I can turn my scythe to as 
good an account. ’ ’ There did not seem, however, much 
likelihood of this ; for go where he would, he was met 
by peasants who had as good a scythe on their shoulders 
as he had. But at last, as good luck would have it, he 
came to an island where the people had never heard of 
a scythe ; there, as soon as the corn was ripe, they went 
into the fields and pulled it up ; but this was very hard 
work, and a great deal of it was lost. The man then 
set to work with his scythe; and mowed down theii* 
whole crop so quickly, that the people stood staring 
open-mouthed with wonder. They were willing to give 
him what he asked for such a marvelous thing : but he 
only took a horse laden with as much gold as it could 
carry. 

Now the third brother had a great longing to go and 
see what he could make of his cat. So he set out : and 
at first it happened to him as it had to the others, so 
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long as he kept upon the main land, he met with no suc- 
cess ; there were plenty of cats everywhere, indeed too 
many, so that the young ones were for the most part, as 
soon as they came into the world, drowned in the water. 
At last he passed over to an island, where, as it chanced 
most luckily for him, nohody had ever seen a cat, and 
they were overrun with mice to such a degree, that the 
little wretches danced upon the tables and chairs, 
whether the master of the house were at home or not. 
The people complained loudly of this grievance; the 
King knew not how to rid himself of them in his 
palace ; in every corner mice were squeaking, and they 
gnawed everything that their teeth could lay hold of. 
Here was a fine field for puss — she soon began her 
chase, and had cleared two rooms in the twinkling of an 
eye. The people then besought their king to buy the 
wonderful animal, for the good of the public, at any 
price. The King willingly gave what was asked, — a 
mule laden with gold and jewels; and thus the third 
brother returned home with a richer prize than each of 
the others. 

Meantime the cat feasted away upon the mice in the 
royal palace, and devoured so many that they were no 
longer in any great numbers. At length, quite spent 
and tired with her work, she became extremely thirsty; 
so she stood still, drew up her head and cried, “Miau, 
Miaul” The King gathered together all his subjects 
when they heard this strange cry, and many ran shriek- 
ing in a great fright out of the palace. But the King 
held a council below as to what was best to be done ; and 
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it was at length fixed to send a herald to the cat, to warn 
her to leave the castle forthwith, or that force would be 
used to remove her. “For,” said the counselors, “we 
would far more willingly put up with the mice (since we 
are used to that evil), than get rid of them at the risk 
of our lives. ’ ’ A page accordingly went and asked the 
cat, “whether she were willing to quit the castle?” 
But puss, whose thirst became every moment more and 
more pressing, answered nothing but “Miau! Miau!” 
which the page interpreted to mean “No! No!” and 
therefore carried this answer to the King. “Well,” 
said the counselors, “then we must try what force will 
do.” So the guns were planted, and the palace was 
fired upon from all sides. When the fife reached the 
room where the cat was, she sprang out of the window 
and ran away; but the besiegers did not see her, and 
went on firing until the whole palace was burnt to the 
ground. 
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SWEETHEART ROLAND 


^\NCE upon a time there was a woman who was a 
real witch, and she had two daughters; one was 
ugly and wicked, but she loved her because she was her 
own daughter. The other was good and lovely, but she 
hated her for she was only her foster-child. 

Now, this foster-child had a beautiful apron which 
the other daughter envied, and she said to her mother 
that have it she must and would. 

“Just wait quietly, my child,” said her mother. 
“You shall have it. To-night, when she is asleep, I will 
go and chop off your sister’s head. Only take care to 
lie on the further side of the bed, against the wall, and 
push her well to this side.” 

Now, all this would certainly have come to pass if 
the poor girl had not been standing in a corner, and 
heard what they said. She was not even allowed to 
go near the door all day, and when bed-time came the 
witch’s daughter got into bed first, so as to lie at the 
further side ; but when she was asleep the other gently 
changed places with her, and put herself next the wall. 

In the middle of the night the witch crept up hold- 
ing an ax in her right hand, while with her left she felt 
if there was any one there. Then she seized the ax 
with both hands, struck — and struck off her own child’s 
head. 

When she had gone away, the maiden got up, and 
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went to the house of her sweetheart, Roland, and 
knocked at his door. When he came out, she said to 
him, “Listen, dear Roland; we must quickly fly. My 
foster-mother tried to kill me, but she hit her own 
child instead. When day comes, and she sees what she 
has done, we shall be lost. ’ ’ 

“But,” said Roland, “you must first get her magic 
wand, or we shall not be able to escape if she comes 
after us.” 

The maiden fetched the magic wand, and then she 
took her foster-sister’s head, and dropped three drops 
of blood from it — one by the bed, one in the kitchen, 
and one on the stairs. After that, she hurried away 
with her sweetheart, Roland. 

"When the old witch got up in the morning she called 
her daughter in order to give her the apron, but she 
did not come. Then she called, “"Where art thou!” 
“Here on the stairs,” answered one drop of blood. 
The witch went on to the stairs, but saw nothing, so 
she called again : ‘ ‘ Where art thou ! ’ ’ 

“Here in the kitchen warming myself,” answered 
the second drop of blood. 

The witch went into the kitchen, but found nothing, 
then she called again: “Where art thou!” 

“Here in bed, sleeping,” answered the third drop 
of blood. 

So she went into the bedroom, and there she found 
her own child, whose head she had chopped off herself. 

The witch flew into a violent passion, and sprang out 
of the window. As she could see for many miles 
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around, she soon discovered the maiden hurrying away 
with Eoland. 

“That won’t he any good,” she cried. “However 
far you may go, you won’t escape me.” 

She put on her seven-league boots, and before long 
she overtook them. When the maiden saw her com- 
ing, she changed her sweetheart into a lake, with the 
magic wand, and herself into a duck swimming in it. 
The witch stood on the shore, and threw bread-crumbs 
into the water, and did everything she could think of to 
entice the duck ashore. But it was all to no purpose, 
and she was obliged to go back at night without having 
accomplished her object. 

When she had gone away, the maiden and Eoland re- 
sumed their own shapes, and they walked the whole 
night till break of day. 

Then the maiden changed herself into a beautiful 
rose in the middle of a briar hedge, and Eoland into 
a fiddler. Before long the witch came striding along, 
and said to the fiddler, “Good fiddler, may I pick this 
beautiful rose?” 

“By all means,” he said, “and I will play to you.” 

As she crept into the hedge, in great haste to pick 
the flower (for she knew well who the flower was), 
Eoland began to play, and she had to dance, whether 
she liked or not, for it was a magic dance. The quicker 
he played, the higher she had to jump, and the thorns 
tore her clothes to ribbons, and scratched her till she 
bled. He would not stop a moment, so she had to 
dance till she fell down dead. 
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When the maiden was freed from the spell, Roland 
said, “Now I will go to my father and order the wed- 
ding.” 

“Then I will stay here in the meantime,” said the 
maiden. “And so that no one shall recognize me while 
I am waiting, I will change myself into a common red 
stone.” 

So Roland went away, and the maiden stayed in the 
field, as a stone, waiting his return. 

But when Roland reached home, he fell into the 
snares of another woman, who made him forget all 
about his love. The poor maiden waited a long, long 
time, but when he did not come back, she became very 
sad, and changed herself into a flower, and thought, 
“Somebody at least will tread upon me.” 

Now it so happened that a shepherd was watching 
his sheep in the field, and saw the flower, and he picked 
it because he thought it was so pretty. He took it 
home and put it carefully away in a chest. From that 
time forward a wonderful change took place in the 
shepherd’s hut. When he got up in the morning, all 
the work was done; the tables and benches were 
dusted, the fire was lighted, and the water was carried 
in. At dinner-time, when he came home, the table was 
laid, and a well-cooked meal stood ready. He could 
not imagine how it all came about, for he never saw a 
creature in his house, and nobody could be hidden in 
the tiny hut. He was much pleased at being so well 
served, but at last he got rather frightened, and went 
to a wise woman to ask her advice. The wise woman 
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THE WOLF AND THE SEVEN KIDS 


f I MIERE was once an old nanny-goat who had 
seven kids, and she was just as fond of them as 
is a mother of her children. One day she was going 
into the woods to fetch some food for them, so she 
called them all up to her, and said — 

“My dear children, I am going out into the woods. 
Beware of the wolf! If once he gets into the house, 
he will eat you up, skin, and hair, and all. The rascal 
often disguises himself, but you will know him by his 
rough voice and his black feet.” 

The kids said, “Oh, we will be very careful, dear 
mother. You may be quite happy about us.” 

Bleating tenderly, the old goat went off to her work. 
Before long, some one knocked at the door, and cried — 
“Open the door, dear children! Your mother has 
come back and brought something for each of you. ’ ’ 
But the kids knew quite well by the voice that it was 
the wolf. 

“We won’t open the door,” they cried. “You are 
not our mother. She has a soft gentle voice ; but yours 
is rough, and we are quite sure that you are the wolf. ’ ’ 
So he went away to a shop and bought a lump of 
chalk, which he ate, and it made his voice quite soft. 
He went back, knocked at the door again, and cried — 
“Open the door, dear children. Your mother has 
come back and brought something for each of you.” 
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But the wolf had put one of his paws on the window 
sill, where the kids saw it, and cried — 

“We won’t open the door. Our mother has not got 
a black foot as you have ; you are the wolf.” 

Then the wolf ran to a baker and said, “I have 
bruised my foot; please put some dough on it.” And 
when the baker had put some dough on his foot, he ran 
to the miller and said, “Strew some flour on my foot.” 

The miller thought, “The old wolf is going to take 
somebody in,” and refused. 

But the wolf said, “If you don’t do it, I will eat you 
up.” 

So the miller was frightened, and whitened his paws. 
People are like that, you know. 

Now the wretch went for the third time to the door, 
and knocked, and said — 

“Open the door, children. Your dear mother has 
come home, and has brought something for each of you 
out of the wood.” 

The kids cried, “Show us your feet first, that we may 
be sure you are our mother.” 

He put his paws on the window sill, and when they 
saw that they were white, they believed all he said, and 
opened the door. 

Alas ! It was the wolf who walked in. They were 
terrified, and tried to hide themselves. One ran under 
the table, the second jumped into bed, the third into 
the oven, the fourth ran into the kitchen, the fifth got 
into the cupboard, the sixth into the wash-tub, and the 
seventh hid in the tall clock-case. But the wolf found 
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them all but one, and made short work of them. He 
swallowed one after the other, except the youngest one 
in the clock-case, whom he did not find. When he had 
satisfied his appetite, he took himself off, and lay down 
in a meadow outside, where he soon fell asleep. 

Not long after the old nanny-goat came back from 
the woods. Oh! what a terrible sight met her eyes! 
The house door was wide open, tables, chairs, and 
benches were overturned, the washing bowl was 
smashed to atoms, the covers and pillows torn from 
the bed. She searched all over the house for her chil- 
dren, but nowhere were they to be found. She called 
them by name, one by one, but no one answered. At 
last, when she came to the youngest, a tiny voice cried : 

“I am here, dear mother, hidden in the clock-case.” 

She brought him out, and he told her ’that the wolf 
had come and devoured all the others. 

You may imagine how she wept over her children. 

At last, in her grief, she went out, and the youngest 
kid ran by her side. When they went into the meadow, 
there lay the wolf under a tree, making the branches 
shake with his snores. They examined him from 
every side, and they could plainly see movements 
within his distended body. 

“Ah, heavens!” thought the goat, “is it possible 
that my poor children whom he ate for his supper, 
should be still alive?” 

She sent the kid running to the house to fetch scis- 
sors, needles, and thread. Then she cut a hole in the 
monster’s side, and, hardly had she begun, when a kid 
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popped out its head, and as soon as the hole was big 
enough, all six jumped out, one after the other, all 
alive, and without having suffered the least injury, for, 
in his greed, the monster had swallowed them whole. 
You may imagine the mother’s joy. She hugged them, 
and skipped about like a tailor on his wedding day. 
At last she said : 

“Go and fetch some big stones, children, and we will 
fill up the brute’s body while he is asleep.” 

Then the seven kids brought a lot of stones, as fast 
as they could carry them, and stuffed the wolf with 
them till he could hold no more. The old mother 
quickly sewed him up, without his having noticed any- 
thing, or even moved. 

At last, when the wolf had had his sleep out, he got 
up, and, as the stones made him feel very thirsty, he 
wanted to go to a spring to drink. But as soon as he 
moved the stones began to roll about and rattle inside 
him. Then he cried — 

“What’s the rumbling and tumbling 
That sets my stomach grumbling? 

I thought ’twas six kids, flesh and bones, 

Now find it’s nought but rolling stones.” 

When he reached the spring, and stooped over the 
water to drink, the heavy stones dragged him down, 
and he was drowned miserably. 

When the seven kids saw what had happened, they 
came running up, and cried aloud — ‘ r The wolf is dead, 
the wolf is dead ! ’ ’ and they and their mother capered 
and danced round the spring in their joy. 
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nHPIERE was once an old queen whose husband had 
been dead for many years, and she had a very 
beautiful daughter. When she grew up she was be- 
trothed to a prince in a distant country. When the 
time came for the maiden to be sent into this distant 
country to be married, the old queen packed up quan- 
tities of clothes and jewels, gold and silver, cups and 
ornaments, and, in fact, everything suitable to a royal 
outfit, for she loved her daughter very dearly. 

She also sent a waiting-woman to travel with her, 
and to put her hand into that of the bridegroom. They 
each had a horse. The princess’s horse was called 
Falada, and it could speak. 

"When the hour of departure came, the old queen 
went to her bedroom, and with a sharp little knife cut 
her finger and made it bleed. Then she held a piece 
of white cambric under it, and let three drops of blood 
fall onto it. This cambric she gave to her daughter, 
and said, “Dear child, take good care of this; it will 
stand you in good stead on the journey.” They then 
bade each other a sorrowful farewell. The Princess 
hid the piece of cambric in her bosom, mounted her 
horse, and set out to her bridegroom’s country. 

When they had ridden for a time the Princess be- 
came very thirsty, and said to the waiting-woman, 
“Get down and fetch me some water in my cup from 
the stream. I must have something to drink.” 

67 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


“If you are thirsty,” said the waiting-woman, “dis- 
mount yourself, lie down by the water and drink. I 
don’t choose to he your servant.” 

So, in her great thirst, the Princess dismounted and 
stooped down to the stream and drank, as she might 
not have her golden cup. The poor Princess said, 
“Alas!” and the drops of blood answered, “If your 
mother knew this, it would break her heart.” 

The royal bride w r as humble, so she said nothing, but 
mounted her horse again. Then they rode several 
miles further; but the day was warm, the sun was 
scorching, and the Princess was soon very thirsty 
again. 

When they reached a river she called out again to 
her waiting-woman, “Get down, and give me some 
water in my golden cup!” 

She had forgotten all about the rude words which 
had been said to her. But the waiting-woman an- 
swered more haughtily than ever, “If you want to 
drink, get the water for yourself. I won’t be your 
servant.'’ ’ 

Being very thirsty, the Princess dismounted, and 
knelt by the flowing water. She cried, and said, “Ah 
me!” and the drops of blood answered, “If your 
mother knew this it would break her heart.” 

While she stooped over the water to drink, the piece 
of cambric with the drops of blood on it fell out of her 
bosom, and floated away on the stream ; but she never 
noticed this in her great fear. The waiting-woman, 
however, bad seen it, and rejoiced at getting more 
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power over the bride, who, by losing the drops of 
blood, had become weak and powerless. 

Now, when she was about to mount her horse Falada 
again, the waiting-woman said, “By rights, Falada be- 
longs to me; this jade will do for you!” 

The poor little princess was obliged to give way. 
Then the waiting-woman, in a harsh voice, ordered her 
to take off her royal robes, and to put on her own mean 
garments. Finally, she forced her to swear before 
heaven that she would not tell a creature at the court 
what had taken place. Had she not taken the oath 
she would have been killed on the spot. But Falada 
saw all this and marked it. 

The waiting-woman then mounted Falada and put 
the real bride on her poor jade, and they continued 
their journey. 

There was great rejoicing when they arrived at the 
castle. The Prince hurried towards them, and lifted 
the waiting-woman from her horse, thinking she was 
his bride. She was led upstairs, but the real princess 
had to stay below. * 

The old king looked out of the window and saw the 
delicate, pretty little creature standing in the court- 
yard; so he went to the bridal apartment and asked 
the bride about her companion, who was left standing 
in the courtyard, and wished to know who she was. 

“I picked her up on the way, and brought her with 
me for company. Give the girl something to do to 
keep her from idling.” 

But the old king had no work for her, and could not 
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think of anything. At last he said, “I have a little lad 
who looks after the geese; she may help him.” 

The boy was called little Conrad, and the real bride 
was sent with him to look after the geese. 

Soon after, the false bride said to the Prince, “Dear 
husband, I pray you do me a favor.” 

He answered, “That will I gladly.” 

“Well, then, let the knacker be called to cut off the 
head of the horse I rode; it angered me on the way.” 
Really, she was afraid that the horse would speak, 
and tell of her treatment of the Princess. So it was 
settled, and the faithful Falada had to die. 

When this came to the ear of the real Princess, she 
promised the knacker a piece of gold if he would do 
her a slight service. There was a great dark gateway 
to the town, through which she had to pass every morn- 
ing and evening. Would he nail up Falada ’s head in 
this gateway, so that she might see him as she passed? 

The knacker promised to do as she wished, and when 
the horse’s head was cut off, he hung it up in the dark 
gateway. In the early morning, when she and Conrad 
went through the gateway, she said in passing — 

“Alas! dear Falada, there thou hangest.” 

And the head answered — 

“Alas! Queen’s daughter, there thou gangest. 

If thy mother knew thy fate, 

Her heart would break with grief so great.” 

Then they passed on out of the town, right into the 
fields, with the geese. When they reached the meadow, 
the Princess sat down on the grass and let down her 
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hair. It shone like pure gold, and when little Conrad 
saw it, he was so delighted that he wanted to pluck 
some out ; but she said — 

“Blow, blow, little breeze. 

And Conrad’s hat seize. 

Let him join in the chase 
While away it is whirled, 

Till my tresses are curled 
And I rest in my place.” 

Then a strong wind sprang up, which blew away 
Conrad’s hat right over the fields, and he had to run 
after it. When he came back, she had finished comb- 
ing her hair, and it was all put up again; so he could 
not get a single hair. This made him very sulky, and 
he would not say another word to her. And they 
tended the geese till evening, when they went home. 

Next morning, when they passed under the gateway, 
the Princess said — 

“Alas! dear Falada, there thou hangest.” 

Falada answered — 

“Alas! Queen’s daughter, there thou gangest. 

If thy mother knew thy fate, 

Her heart would break with grief so great.” 

Again, when they reached the meadows, the Princess 
undid her hair and began combing it. Conrad ran to 
pluck some out; but she said quickly — 


“Blow, blow, little breeze, 
And Conrad’s hat seize. 

Let him join in the chase 
While away it is whirled, 
Till my tresses are curled 
And I rest in my place.” 
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The wind sprang np and blew Conrad’s hat far away 
over the fields, and he had to run after it. When he 
came back the hair was all put up again, and he could 
not pull a single hair out. And they tended the geese 
till the evening. When they got home Conrad went 
to the old king, and said, “I won’t tend the geese with 
that maiden again.” 

“Why not?” asked the King. 

“Oh, she vexes me every day.” 

The old king then ordered him to tell what she did 
to vex him. 

Conrad said, “In the morning, when we pass under 
the dark gateway with the geese, she talks to a horse’s 
head which is hung up on the wall. She says — 

“Alas! Falada, there thou hangest,” 

and the head answers — 

“Alas! Queen’s daughter, there thou gangest. 

If thy mother knew thy fate, 

Her heart would break with grief so great.” 

Then Conrad went on to tell the King all that hap- 
pened in the meadow, and how he had to run after his 
hat in the wind. 

The old king ordered Conrad to go out next day 
as usual. Then he placed himself behind the dark 
gateway, and heard the Princess speaking to Falada ’s 
head. He also followed her into the field, and hid him- 
self behind a bush, and with his own eyes he saw the 
Goosegirl and the lad come driving the geese into the 
field. Then, after a time, he saw the girl let down 
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lier hair, which glittered in the sun. Directly after 
this, she said — 

“Blow, blow, little breeze, 

And Conrad’s hat seize. 

Let him join in the chase 
While away it is whirled, 

Till my tresses are curled 
And I rest in my place.” 

Then came a puff of wind, which carried off Con- 
rad’s hat and he had to run after it. While he was 
away, the maiden combed and did up her hair ; and all 
this the old king observed. Thereupon he went away 
unnoticed ; and in the evening, when the Goosegirl came 
home, he called her aside and asked why she did all 
these things. 

‘ ‘ That I may not tell you, nor may I tell any human 
creature; for I have sworn it under the open sky, be- 
cause if I bad not done so I should have lost my life. ’ ’ 

He pressed her sorely, and gave her no peace, but 
he could get nothing out of her. Then he said, “If 
you won’t tell me, then tell your sorrows to the iron 
stove there”; and he went away. 

She crept up to the stove, and, beginning to weep 
and lament, unburdened her heart to it, and said: 
“Here I am, forsaken by all the world, and yet I am a 
princess. A false waiting-woman brought me to such 
a pass that I had to take off my royal robes. Then she 
took my place with my bridegroom, while I have to do 
mean service as a goosegirl. If my mother knew it 
she would break her heart.” 

The old king stood outside by the pipes of the stove, 
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and heard all that she said. Then he came hack, and 
told her to go away from the stove. He caused royal 
robes to be put upon her, and her beauty was a marvel. 
The old king called his son, and told him that he had 
a false bride — she was only a waiting-woman; but the 
true bride was here, the so-called Goosegirl. 

The young prince was charmed with her youth and 
beauty. A great banquet was prepared, to which all 
the courtiers and good friends were bidden. The 
bridegroom sat at the head of the table, with the 
Princess on one side and the waiting-woman at the 
other; but she was dazzled, and did not recognize the 
Princess in her brilliant apparel. 

When they had eaten and drunk and were all very 
merry, the old king put a riddle to the waiting-woman. 
“What does a person deserve who deceives his mas- 
ter?” telling the whole story, and ending by asking, 
“What doom does he deserve?” 

The false bride answered, “No better than this. He 
must be put stark naked into a barrel stuck with nails, 
and be dragged along by two white horses from street 
to street till he is dead.” 

“That is your own doom,” said the King, “and the 
judgment shall be carried out.” 

When the sentence was fulfilled, the young prince 
married his true bride, and they ruled their kingdom 
together in peace and happiness. 
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THE WHITE SNAKE 


A LONG time ago there lived a king whose wisdom 
was celebrated far and wide. Nothing was un- 
known to him, and the news of the most secret transac- 
tions seemed to reach him through the air. 

Now he had one very odd habit. Every day at din- 
ner, when the courtiers had withdrawn, and he was 
quite alone, a trusted servant had to bring in another 
dish. It was always covered, and even the servant did 
not know what it contained, nor any one else, for the 
King never uncovered it till he was alone. This had 
gone on for a long time, when one day the servant who 
carried the dish was overcome by his curiosity, and 
took the dish to his own room. 

When he had carefully locked the door, he took the 
dish-cover off, and saw a white snake lying on the dish. 

At the sight of it, he could not resist tasting it ; so he 
cut a piece off, and put it into his mouth. 

Hardly had he tasted it, however, when he heard a 
wonderful whispering of delicate voices. 

He went to the window and listened, and he noticed 
that the whispers came from the sparrows outside. 
They were chattering away, and telling each other all 
kinds of things that they had heard in the woods and 
fields. Eating the snake had given him the power of 
understanding the language of birds and animals. 
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Now it happened on this day that the Queen lost her 
most precious ring, and suspicion fell upon this trusted 
servant who went about everywhere. 

The King sent for him, and threatened that if it was 
not found by the nest day, he would be sent to prison. 

In vain he protested his innocence ; but he was not be- 
lieved. 

In his grief and anxiety he went down into the court- 
yard and wondered how he should get out of his dif- 
ficulty. 

A number of ducks were lying peaceably together by 
a stream, stroking down their feathers with their bills, 
while they chattered gayly. 

The servant stood still to listen to them. They were 
telling each other of their morning’s walks and ex- 
periences. 

Then one of them said somewhat fretfully: “I have 
something lying heavy on my stomach. In my haste 
I swallowed the Queen’s ring this morning.” 

The servant quickly seized it by the neck, carried it 
off into the kitchen, and said to the cook: “Here’s a 
fine fat duck. You had better kill it at once.” 

“Yes, indeed,” said the cook, weighing it in her 
hand. “It has spared no pains in stuffing itself; it 
should have been roasted long ago. ’ ’ 

So she killed it, and cut it open, and there, sure 
enough, was the Queen’s ring. 

The servant had now no difficulty in proving his in- 
nocence, and the King, to make up for his injustice, 
gave the servant leave to ask any favor he liked, and 
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promised him the highest post about the court which 
he might desire. 

The servant, however, declined everything but a 
horse, and some money to travel with, as he wanted to 
wander about for a while, to see the world. 

His request being granted, he set off on his travels, 
and one day came to a pond, where he saw three fishes 
caught among the reeds, gasping for breath. Al- 
though it is said that fishes are dumb, he understood 
their complaint at perishing thus miserably. As he 
had a compassionate heart, he got off his horse and put 
the three captives back into the water. They wriggled 
in their joy, stretched up their heads above the -water, 
and cried — 

“We will remember that you saved us, and reward 
you for it.” 

He rode on again, and after a time he seemed to hear 
a voice in the sand at his feet. He listened, and heard 
an ant-king complain: “I wish these human beings 

and their animals would keep out of our way. A 
clumsy horse has just put his hoof down upon a num- 
ber of my people in the most heartless way.” 

He turned his horse into a side path, and the ant- 
king cried: “We will remember and reward you.” 

The road now ran through a forest, and he saw a 
pair of ravens standing by their nest throwing out 
their young. 

“Away with you, you gallows birds,” they were say- 
ing. “We can’t feed you any longer. You are old 
enough to look after yourselves.” 
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The poor little nestlings lay on the ground, fluttering 
and flapping their wings, and crying: “We, poor 

helpless children, to feed ourselves, and we can’t even 
fly! We shall die of hunger, there is nothing else 
for it.” 

The good youth dismounted, killed his horse with 
his sword, and left the carcass as food for the young 
ravens. They hopped along to it, and cried: “We 
will remember and reward you.” 

Now he had to depend upon his own legs, and after 
going a long way he came to a large town. 

There was much noise and bustle in the streets, 
where a man on horseback was making a proclamation. 

“The King’s daughter seeks a husband, but any one 
who wishes to sue for her hand must accomplish a hard 
task; and if he does not bring it to a successful issue, 
he will forfeit his life.” 

Many had already attempted the task, but they had 
risked their lives in vain. 

When the youth saw the Princess, he was so dazzled 
by her- beauty that he forgot all danger, at once sought 
an audience of the King, and announced himself as a 
suitor. 

He was immediately led out to the seashore, and a 
golden ring was thrown into the water before his eyes. 
Then the King ordered him to fetch it out from the 
depths of the sea, and added — 

‘ 1 If you come to land without it, you will be thrown 
back every time till you perish in the waves. ’ ’ 

Every one pitied the handsome youth, but they had 

78 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


to go and leave him standing solitary on the seashore. 

He was pondering over what he should do, when, 
all at once, he saw three fishes swimming towards him. 
They were no others than the very ones whose lives he 
had saved. 

The middle one carried a mussel-shell in its mouth, 
which it laid on the sand at the feet of the youth. 
"When he picked it up, and opened it, there lay the 
ring. 

Full of joy, he took it to the King, expecting that 
he would give him the promised reward. 

The proud princess, however, when she heard that 
he was not her equal, despised him, and demanded that 
he should perform yet another task. 

So she went into the garden herself, and strewed ten 
sacks of millet seeds among the grass. 

‘ ‘ He must pick up every one of those before the sun 
rises to-morrow morning,” said she. “Not a grain 
must be missing.” 

The youth sat miserably in the garden, wondering 
how it could possibly be done. But as he could not 
think of a plan, he remained sadly waiting for the 
dawn which would bring death to him. 

But when the first sunbeams fell on the garden, he 
saw the ten sacks full to the top, and not a grain was 
missing. The ant-king had come in the night with 
thousands and thousands of his ants, and the grateful 
creatures had picked up the millet and filled the sacks. 

The Princess came into the garden herself, and saw 
with amazement that the youth had completed the task. 
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But still she could not control her proud heart, and 
she said: “Even if he has accomplished these two 
tasks, he shall not become my husband till he brings 
me an apple from the tree of life.” 

The youth had no idea where to find the tree of life. 
However, he started off, meaning to walk as far as his 
legs would carry him ; but he had no hope of finding it. 

When he had traveled through three kingdoms, he 
was one night passing through a great forest, and he 
lay down under a tree to sleep. 

He heard a rustling among the branches, and a 
golden apple fell into his hand. At the same time 
three ravens flew down and perched on his knee, and 
said: 

“We are the young ravens you saved from death. 
When we grew big, and heard that you were looking 
for the golden apple, we flew across the sea to the end 
of the world, where the tree of life stands, and brought 
you the apple. ’ ’ 

The youth, delighted, started on his homeward jour- 
ney, and took the golden apple to the beautiful 
princess, who had now T no further excuse to offer. 

They divided the apple of life, and ate it together, 
and then her heart was filled with love for him, and 
they lived happily to a great age. 
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THUMBLING THE DWARF AND THUMBLING 
THE GIANT 


A N honest husbandman had once upon a time a 
son born to him who was no bigger than my 
thumb, and who for many years did not grow one 
hair’s breadth taller. One day, as the father was go- 
ing to plow in his field, the little fellow said, “Father, 
let me go too.” “No,” said his father, “stay where 
you are ; you can do no good out of doors, and if you 
go perhaps I may lose you.” Then little Thumbling 
fell a-crying: and his father, to quiet him, at last said 
he might go. So he put him in his pocket, and when 
he was in the field pulled him out, and set him upon the 
top of a newly made furrow, that he might be able to 
look about him. 

"While he was sitting there, a great giant came strid- 
ing over the hill. ‘ ‘ Do you see that steeple-man ? ’ ’ said 
the father; “if you don’t take care he will run away 
with you.” Now he only said this to frighten the little 
boy and keep him from straying away. But the giant 
had long legs, and with two or three strides he really 
came close to the furrow, and picked up Master 
Thumbling to look at him as he would at a beetle or a 
cockchafer. Then he let him run about his broad hand, 
and taking a liking to the little chap went off with him. 
The father stood by all the time, but could not say a 
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word for fright; for he thought his child was really 
lost, and that he should never see him again. 

But the giant took care of him at his house in the 
woods, and laid him in his bosom, and fed him with the 
same food that he lived upon himself. So Thumbling, 
instead of being a little dwarf, became like the giant — 
tall, and stout, and strong: — so that at the end of two 
years, when the old giant took him into the woods to try 
him, and said, “Pull up that birch -tree for yourself to 
walk with,” the lad was so strong that he tore it up by 
the root. The giant thought he would make him a still 
stronger man than this : so after taking care of him 
two years more he took him into the wood to try his 
strength again. This time he took hold of one of the 
thickest oaks, and pulled it up as if it were mere sport 
to him. Then the old giant said, “Well done, my man ! 
you will do now. ” So he carried him back to the field 
where he first found him. 

His father happened to be just then plowing his 
field again, as he was when he lost his son. The young 
giant went up to him and said, “Look here, father, see 
who I am: — don’t you know your own son?” But the 
husbandman was frightened and cried out, “No, no, 
you are not my son ; begone about your business. ’ ’ 
“Indeed, I am your son ; let me plow a little, I can plow 
as well as you.” “No, go your ways,” said the 
father ; but as he was afraid of the tall man, he at last 
let go the plow, and sat down on the ground beside it. 
Then the youth laid hold of the plowshare, and though 
he only pushed with one hand, he drove it deep into the 
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earth. The plowman cried out, “If you must plow, 
pray do not push so hard; you are doing more harm 
than good”: but his son took off the horses, and said, 
“Father, go home, and tell my mother to get ready a 
good dinner; I’ll go round the field meanwhile.” So 
he went on driving the plow without any horses, till 
he had done two mornings’ work by himself. Then he 
harrowed it; and when all was over, took up plow, 
harrow, horses and all, and carried them home like a 
bundle of straw. 

When he reached the house he sat himself down on 
the bench, saying, “Now, mother, is dinner ready?” 
“Yes,” said she, for she dared not deny him anything, 
so she brought two large dishes full, enough to have 
lasted herself and her husband eight days ; however, he 
soon ate it all up, and said that was but a taste. “I 
see very well, father, that I shall not get enough to eat 
at your house; so if you give me an iron •walking- 
stick, so strong that I cannot break it against my 
knees, I will go away again.” The husbandman very 
gladly put his two horses to the cart, and drove them 
to the forge; and brought back a bar of iron, as long 
and as thick as his two horses could draw : but the lad 
laid it against his knee, and snap it went, like a bean- 
stalk. “I see, father,” said he, “you can get no stick 
that will do for me, so I’ll go and try my luck by my- 
self.” 

Then away he went, and turned blacksmith, and 
traveled till he came to a village where lived a miserly 
smith, who earned a good deal of money, but kept all 
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lie got to himself and gave nothing away to anybody. 
The first thing he did was to step into the smithy, and 
asked if the smith did not want a journeyman. “Aye,” 
said the cunning fellow, as he looked at him and thought 
what a stout chap he was, and how lustily he would 
work and earn his bread, — “What wages do you ask?” 
“I want no pay,” said he; “but every fortnight when 
the other 'workmen are paid, you shall let me give you 
two strokes over the shoulders, just to amuse myself.” 
The old smith thought to himself he could bear this 
very well, and reckoned on saving a great deal of 
money, so the bargain was soon struck. 

The next morning the new workman was about to be- 
gin to work, but at the first stroke that he hit, when 
his master brought him the iron red hot, he shivered it 
in pieces, and the anvil sunk so deep into the earth that 
he could not get it out again. This made the old fellow 
very angry : ‘ ‘ Holla ! ’ ’ cried he, “I can’t have you for 
a workman, you are too clumsy; we must put an end 
to our bargain.” “Very well,” said the other, “but 
you must pay for what I have done ; so let me give you 
only one little stroke, and then the bargain is all over.” 
So saying, he gave him a thump that tossed him over 
a load of hay that stood near. Then he took the thick- 
est bar of iron in the forge for a walking-stick, and 
went on his way. 

When he had journeyed some way he came to a 
farmhouse, and asked the farmer if he wanted a fore- 
man. The farmer said, “Yes,” and the same wages 
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were agreed for as before with the blacksmith. The 
nest morning the workmen were all to go into the wood ; 
but the giant was found to be fast asleep in his bed 
when the rest were all up and ready to start, “Come, 
get up,” said one of them to him; “it is high time 
to be stirring: you must go w T ith us.” “Go your 
way,” muttered he, sulkily; “I shall do my work and 
get home long before you.” So he lay in bed two 
hours longer, and at last got up and cooked and ate his 
breakfast, and then at his leisure harnessed his horses 
to go to the wood. 

Just before the wood was a hollow way, through 
which all must pass ; so he drove the cart on first, and 
built up behind him such a mound of faggots and briers 
that no horse could pass. This done, he drove on, and 
as he was going into the wood met the others coming 
out on their road home. “Drive away,” said he, “I 
shall be home before you still.” However, he only 
went a very little way into the wood, and tearing up 
one of the largest timber trees, put it into his cart, and 
turned about homewards. When he came to the pile 
of faggots he found all the others standing there, not 
being able to pas by. “So,” said he, “ you see if you 
had stayed with me, you would have been home just as 
soon, and might have slept an hour or two longer.” 
Then he took his tree on one shoulder, and his cart 
on the other, and pushed through as easily as though 
he were laden with feathers ; and when he reached the 
yard he showed the tree to the farmer, and asked if it 

85 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


was not a famous walking-stick. “Wife,” said the 
farmer, “this man is worth something; if he sleeps 
longer, still he works better than the rest.” 

Time rolled on, and he had worked for the farmer 
his whole year ; so when his fellow-laborers were paid, 
he said he also had a right to take his wages. But 
great dread came upon the farmer, at the thought of 
the blows he was to have, so he begged him to give up 
the old bargain, and take his whole farm and stock in- 
stead. “Not I,” said he. “I will be no farmer; I am 
foreman, and so I mean to keep, and to be paid as we 
agreed.” Finding he could do nothing with him, the 
farmer only begged one fortnight’s respite, and called 
together all his friends, to ask their advice in the mat- 
ter. They bethought themselves for a long time, and 
at last agreed that the shortest way was to kill this 
troublesome foreman. The next thing was to settle 
how it was to be done ; and it was agreed that he should 
be ordered to carry into the yard some great mill- 
stones, and to put them on the edge of the well; that 
then he should be sent down to clean it out, and when 
he was at the bottom, the mill-stones should be pushed 
down upon his head. 

Everything went right, and when the foreman was 
safe in the well, the stones were rolled in. As they 
struck the bottom, the water splashed to the very top. 
Of course they thought his head must be crushed to 
pieces ; but he only cried out, “Drive away the chickens 
from the well; they are scratching about in the sand 
above, and they throw it into my eyes, so that I cannot 
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see.” When his job was done, up he sprang from the 
well, saying, “Look here! see what a fine neckcloth I 
have!” as he pointed to one of the mill-stones that 
had fallen over his head and hung about his neck. 

The farmer was again overcome with fear, and 
begged another fortnight to think of it. So his friends 
were called together again, and at last gave this advise : 
that the foreman should be sent and made to grind corn 
by night at the haunted mill, whence no man had ever 
yet come out alive in the morning. That very evening 
he was told to carry eight bushels of corn to the mill, 
and grind them in the night. Away he went to the loft, 
put two bushels into his right pocket, two into his left, 
and four into a long sack slung over his shoulders, and 
then set off to the mill. The miller told him he might 
grind there in the day time, but not by night; for the 
mill was bewitched, and whoever went in at night had 
been found dead in the morning. “Never mind, miller, 
I shall come out safe,” said he; “only make haste and 
get out of the way, and look out for me in the morn- 
ing.” 

So he went into the mill, and put the corn into the 
hopper, and about twelve o’clock sat himself down on 
the bench in the miller ’s room. After a little time the 
door all at once opened of itself, and in came a large 
table. On the table stood wine and meat, and many 
good things besides. All seemed placed there by 
themselves; at any rate there was no one to be seen. 
The chairs nest moved themselves around it, but still 
neither guests nor servants came; till all at once he 

87 


THE GRIMMS' FAIRY TALES 


saw fingers handling the knives and forks, and putting 
food on the plates, but still nothing else was to he seen. 
Now our friend felt somewhat hungry as he looked at 
the dishes, so he sat himself down at the table and ate 
whatever he liked best. “A little wine would be well 
after this cheer,” said he; ‘‘but the good folks of this 
house seem to take but little of it.” Just as he spoke, 
however, a flagon of the best moved on, and our guest 
filled a bumper, smacked his lips, and drank “Health 
and long life to all the company, and success to our 
next merry meeting ! ’ ’ 

"When they had had enough, and the plates and 
dishes, bottle and glasses, were all empty, on a sudden 
he heard, something blow out the lights. “Never 
mind ! ’ ’ thought he ; “ one wants no candle to show one 
light to go to sleep by.” But now that it was pitch 
dark he felt a huge blow fall upon his head. “Foul 
play!” cried he; “if I get such another box on the ear 
I shall just give it back again”; and this he really did 
when the next blow came. Thus the game went on all 
night ; and he never let fear get the better of him, but 
kept dealing his blows round, till at daybreak all was 
still. “Well, miller,” said he in the morning, “I have 
had some little slaps on the face, but I’ve given as 
good, I warrant you ; and meantime I have eaten just 
as much as I liked. ’ ’ The miller was glad to find the 
charm was broken and would have given him a great 
deal of money. “I want no money, I have quite 
enough,” said he, as he took his meal on his back, and 
went home to his master to claim his wages. 
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But the farmer was in great trouble, knowing there 
was now no help for him; and he paced the room up 
and down, while the drops of sweat ran down his fore- 
head. Then he opened the window for a little fresh air, 
and before he was aware his foreman gave him the first 
blow, and such a blow, that off he flew over the hills and 
far away. The next blow sent his wife after him, and 
for aught I know, they may not have reached the 
ground yet; but, without waiting to know, the young 
giant took up his iron walking-stick and walked off. 
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THE PINK 


H^HERE was once a queen, who had not been 
blessed with children. As she walked in her gar- 
den, she prayed every morning that a son or daughter 
might be given to her. Then one day an angel came, 
and said to her: “Be content: you shall have a son, 
and he shall be endowed with the power of wishing, so 
that whatsoever he wishes for shall be granted to him. ’ ’ 
She hurried to the King, and told him the joyful news ; 
and when the time came a son was born to them, and 
they were filled with delight. 

Every morning the Queen used to take her little son 
into the gardens, where the wild animals were kept, to 
bathe him in a clear, sparkling fountain. It happened 
one day, when the child was a little older, that as she 
sat with him on her lap she fell asleep. 

The old cook, who knew that the child had the power 
of wishing, came by and stole it; he also killed a 
chicken, and dropped some of its blood on the Queen’s 
garments. Then he took the child away to a secret 
place, where he placed it out to be nursed. Then he 
ran back to the King, and accused the Queen of having 
allowed her child to be carried off by a wild animal. 

When the King saw the blood on the Queen’s gar- 
ments he believed the story, and was overwhelmed with 
anger. He caused a high tower to be built, into which 
neither the sun nor the moon could penetrate. Then he 
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ordered his wife to be shut up in it, and the door walled 
up. She was to stay there for seven years, without 
eating or drinking, so as gradually to pine away. But 
two angels from heaven, in the shape of white doves, 
came to her, bringing food twice a day till the seven 
years were ended. 

Meanwhile, the cook thought, “If the child really has 
the power of wishing, and I stay here, I might easily 
fall into disgrace.” So he left the palace, and went 
to the boy, who was then old enough to talk, and said 
to him, “Wish for a beautiful castle, with a garden, 
and everything belonging to it.” Hardly had the 
words passed the boy’s lips than all that he had asked 
for was there. 

After a time the cook said, “It is not good for you 
to be so much alone; wish for a beautiful maiden to 
be your companion. ’ ’ 

The Prince uttered the wish, and immediately a 
maiden stood before them, more beautiful than any 
painter could paint. So they grew very fond of each 
other, and played together, while the old cook went out 
hunting like any grand gentleman. But the idea came 
to him one day that the Prince might wish to go to his 
father some time, and he would thereby be placed in 
a very awkward position. So he took the maiden 
aside, and said to her, “To-night, when the boy is 
asleep, go and drive this knife into his heart. Then 
bring me his heart and his tongue. If you fail to do 
it, you will lose your own life.” 

Then he went away ; but when the next day came the 
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maiden had not yet obeyed his command, and she said, 
“Why should I shed his innocent blood, when he has 
never done harm to any creature in his life?” 

The cook again said, “If you do not obey me, you 
will lose your own life.” 

When he. had gone away, she ordered a young hind 
to be brought and killed ; then she cut out its heart and 
its tongue, and put them on a dish. When she saw the 
old man coming she said to the boy, ‘ ‘ Get into bed, and 
cover yourself right over.” 

The old scoundrel came in and said, “Where are the 
tongue and the heart of the boy?” 

The maiden gave him the dish; but the Prince threw 
off the coverings, and said, “You old sinner, why did 
you want to kill me? Now hear your sentence. You 
shall be turned into a black poodle, with a gold chain 
round your neck, and you shall be made to eat live 
coals, so that flames of fire will come out of your 
mouth. ’ ’ 

As he said the words, the old man was changed into 
a black poodle, with a gold chain round his neck ; and 
the scullions brought live coals, which he had to eat till 
the flames poured out of his mouth. 

The Prince stayed on at the castle for a time, think- 
ing of his mother, and wondering if she were still alive. 
At last he said to the maiden, “I am going into my 
own country. If you like you can go with me; I will 
take you.” 

She answered: “Alas! it is so far off, and what 
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should I do in a strange country where I know no 
one?” 

As she did not wish to go, and yet they could not 
bear to be parted, he changed her into a beautiful pink, 
which he took with him. 

Then he set out on his journey, and the poodle was 
made to run alongside till the Prince reached his owm 
country. Arrived there, he went straight to the tower 
where his mother was imprisoned, and as the tower 
was so high he wished for a ladder to reach the top. 
Then he climbed up, looked in, and cried, “Dearest 
mother, lady queen, are you still alive ? ’ ’ 

She, thinking it was the angels who brought her food 
come back, said, “I have just eaten; I do not want any- 
thing more. ’ ’ 

Then he said, “I am your ow T n dear son whom the 
wild animals were supposed to have devoured; but I 
am still alive, and I shall soon come and rescue you.” 

Then he got down and went to his father. He had 
himself announced as a strange huntsman, anxious to 
take service with the King, who said, “Yes; if he was 
skilled in game preserving, and could procure plenty 
of venison, he would engage him. But there had never 
before been any game in the w T hole district.” 

The huntsman promised to procure as much game 
as the King could possibly require for the royal table. 

Then he called the w T hole hunt together, and ordered 
them all to come into the forest with him. He caused 
a great circle to be inclosed, with only one outlet ; then 
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lie took his place in the middle, and began to wish as 
hard as he could. Immediately over two hundred head 
of game came running into the inclosure; these the 
huntsmen had to shoot, and then they were piled onto 
sixty country wagons, and driven home to the King. 
So for once he was able to load his board with game, 
after having had none for many years. 

The King was much pleased, and commanded his 
whole court to a banquet on the following day. When 
they -were all assembled, he said to the huntsman, “You 
shall sit by me as you are so clever.” 

He answered, “My lord and king, may it please 
your Majesty, I am only a poor huntsman ! ’ ’ 

The King, however, insisted, and said, “I command 
you to sit by me.” 

As he sat there, his thoughts wandered to his dear 
mother, and he wished one of the courtiers would speak 
of her. Hardly had he wished it than the Lord High 
Marshal said — 

“Your Majesty, we are all rejoicing here, how fares 
it with Her Majesty the Queen? Is she still alive in 
the tower, or has she perished?” 

But the King answered, “She allowed my beloved 
son to be devoured by wild animals, and I do not wish 
to hear anything about her.” 

Then the huntsman stood up and said — 

“Gracious father, she is still alive, and I am her 
son. He was not devoured by wild animals; he was 
taken away by the scoundrel of a cook. He stole me 
while my mother w T as asleep, and sprinkled her gar- 
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ments with the blood of a chicken.” Then he brought 
up the black poodle with the golden chain, and said, 

‘ ‘ This is the villain. ’ ’ 

He ordered some live coals to he brought, which he 
made the dog eat in the sight of all the people till the 
flames poured out of his mouth. Then he asked the 
King if he would like to see the cook in his true shape, 
and wished him back, and there he stood in his white 
apron, with his knife at his side. 

The King was furious when he saw him, and ordered 
him to be thrown into the deepest dungeon. Then the 
huntsman said further — 

“My father, would you like to see the maiden who 
so tenderly saved my life when she was ordered to kill 
me, although by so doing she might have lost her own 
life?” 

The King answered, “Yes, I will gladly see her.” 

Then his son said, “Gracious father, I will show her 
to you first in the guise of a beautiful flower.” 

He put his hand into his pocket, and brought out the 
pink. It was a finer one than the King had ever seen 
before. Then his son said, “Now, I will show her to 
you in her true form.” 

The moment his wish was uttered, she stood before 
them in all her beauty, which was greater than any 
artist could paint. 

The King sent ladies and gentlemen-in-waiting to the 
tower to bring the Queen back to his royal table. But 
when they reached the tower they found that she would 
no longer eat or drink, and she said, “The merciful 
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God, who has preserved my life so long, will soon re- 
lease me lio’w.” 

Three days after she died. At her burial the two 
white doves which had brought her food during her 
captivity, followed and hovered over her grave. 

The old king caused the wicked cook to be torn into 
four quarters ; but his own heart was filled with grief 
and remorse, and he died soon after. 

His son married the beautiful maiden he had brought 
home with him as a flower, and, for all I know, they 
may be living still. 


THE QUEEN BEE 


^TWO king’s sons once started to seek adventures, 
and fell into a wild, reckless way of living, and 
gave up all thoughts of going home again. Their third 
and youngest brother, who was called "Witling, and had 
remained behind, started off to seek them; and when 
at last he found them, they jeered at his simplicity in 
thinking that he could make his way in the world, while 
they who were so much cleverer were unsuccessful. 
But they all three went on together until they came to 
an ant-hill, which the two eldest brothers wished to 
stir up, that they might see the little ants hurry about 
in their fright and carrying off their eggs, but Witling 
said: 

“Leave the little creatures alone, I will not suffer 
them to be disturbed.” 

And they went on farther until they came to a lake, 
where a number of ducks were swimming about. The 
two eldest brothers wanted to catch a couple and cook 
them, but Witling would not allow it, and said, “Leave 
the creatures alone, I will not suffer them to be killed.” 

And then they came to a bee’s-nest in a tree, and 
there was so much honey in it that it overflowed and 
ran down the trunk. The two eldest brothers then 
wanted to make a fire beneath the tree, that the bees 
might be stifled by the smoke, and then they could get 
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at the honey. But Witling prevented them, saying, 

“Leave the little creatures alone, I will not suffer 
them to be stifled. ’ ’ 

At last the three brothers came to a castle where 
there were in the stables many horses standing, all of 
stone, and the brothers went through all the rooms 
until they came to a door at the end secured with three 
locks, and in the middle of the door a small opening 
through 'which they could look into the room. And 
they saw a little gray-haired man sitting at a table. 
They called out to him once, twice, and he did not hear, 
but at the third time he got up, undid the locks, and 
came out. Without speaking a word he led them to a 
table loaded with all sorts of good things, and when 
they had eaten and drunk he showed to each his bed- 
chamber. The next morning the little gray man came 
to the eldest brother, and beckoning him, brought him 
to a table of stone, on which were written three things 
directing by what means the castle could be delivered 
from its enchantment. The first thing was, that in 
the wood under the moss lay the pearls belonging to 
the Princess — a thousand in number — and they were to 
be sought for and collected, and if he who should un- 
dertake the task had not finished it by sunset, — if but 
one pearl were missing, — he must be turned to stone. 
So the eldest brother went out, and searched all day, 
but at the end of it he had only found one hundred; 
just as was said on the table of stone came to pass and 
he was turned into stone. The second brother under- 
took the adventure next day, but it fared with him 
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no better than with the first; he found two hundred 
pearls, and was turned into stone. 

And so at last it was Witling’s turn, and he began 
to search in the moss ; but it was a very tedious busi- 
ness to find the pearls, and he grew so out of heart that 
he sat down on a stone and began to weep. As he was 
sitting thus, up came the ant-king with five thousand 
ants, whose lives had been saved through Witling’s 
pity, and it was not very long before the little insects 
had collected all the pearls and put them in a heap. 

Now the second thing ordered by the table of stone 
was to get the key of the Princess’s sleeping-chamber 
out of the lake. 

And when Witling came to the lake, the ducks whose 
lives he had saved came swimming, and dived below, 
and brought up the key from the bottom. The third 
thing that had to be done was the most difficult, and 
that w T as to choose out the youngest and loveliest of 
the three princesses, as they lay sleeping. All bore 
a perfect resemblance each to the other, and only 
differed in this, that before they went to sleep each one 
had eaten a different sweetmeat, — the eldest a piece 
of sugar, the second a little sirup, and the third a 
spoonful of honey. Now the Queen-bee of those bees 
that Witling had protected from the fire came at this 
moment, and trying the lips of all three, settled on 
those of the one that had eaten honey, and so it was 
that the King’s son knew which to choose. Then the 
spell was broken; every one awoke from stony sleep, 
and took their right form again. 
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And Witling married the youngest and loveliest 
princess, and became king after her father’s death. 
But his two brothers had to put up with the two other 
sisters. 
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BRIAR ROSE 


(Sleeping Beauty) 


LONG time ago there lived a king and queen, 


who said every day, “If only we had a child”; 
but for a long time they had none. 

It fell out once, as the Queen was bathing, that a frog 
crept out of the water onto the land, and said to her: 
“Your wish shall be fulfilled; before a year has passed 
you shall bring a daughter into the world.” 

The frog’s words came true. The Queen had a little 
girl who was so beautiful that the King could not con- 
tain himself for joy, and prepared a great feast. He 
invited not only his relations, friends, and acquaint- 
ances, but the fairies, in order that they might be fav- 
orably and kindly disposed towards the child. There 
were thirteen of them in the kingdom, but as the King 
had only twelve golden plates for them to eat from, 
one of the fairies had to stay at home. 

The feast was held with all splendor, and when it 
came to an end the fairies all presented the child with 
a magic gift. One gave her virtue, another beauty, a 
third riches, and so on, with everything in the world 
that she could wish for. 

When eleven of the fairies had said their say, the 
thirteenth suddenly appeared. She wanted to revenge 
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herself for not having been invited. Without greeting 
any one, or even glancing at the company, she called 
out in a loud voice : ‘ ‘ The Princess shall prick herself 
with a distaff in her fifteenth year and shall fall down 
dead”; and without another word she turned and left 
the hall. 

Every one was terror-struck, but the twelfth fairy, 
whose wish was still unspoken, stepped forward. She 
could not cancel the curse, but could only soften it, so 
she said: “It shall not be death, but a deep sleep last- 
ing a hundred years, into which your daughter shall 
fall.” 

The King was so anxious to guard his dear child 
from the misfortune, that he sent out a command that 
all the distaffs in the whole kingdom should be burned. 

As time went on all the promises of the fairies came 
true. The Princess grew up so beautiful, modest, kind, 
and clever that every one who saw her could not but 
love her. Now it happened that on the very day when 
she was fifteen years old the King and Queen were 
away from home, and the Princess was left quite alone 
in the castle. She wandered about over the whole 
place, looking at rooms and halls as she pleased, and at 
last she came to an old tower. She ascended a narrow, 
winding staircase and reached a little door. A rusty 
key was sticking in the lock, and when she turned it the 
door flew open. In a little room sat an old woman 
with a spindle, spinning her flax busily. 

“Good day, Granny,” said the Princess; “what are 
you doing?” 
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“I am spinning,” said the old woman, and nodded 
her head. 

“What is the thing that whirls around so merrily?” 
asked the Princess ; and she took the spindle and tried 
to spin too. 

But she had scarcely touched it before the curse was 
fulfilled, and she pricked her finger with the spindle. 
The instant she felt the prick she fell upon the bed 
which was standing near, and lay still in a deep sleep 
which spread over the whole castle. 

The King and Queen, who had just come home and 
had stepped into the hall, went to sleep, and all their 
courtiers with them. The horses went to sleep in the 
stable, the dogs in the yard, the doves on the roof, the 
flies on the wall; yes, even the fire flickering on the 
hearth grew still and went to sleep, and the roast meat 
stopped crackling ; the cook, who was pulling the scul- 
lion’s hair because he had made some mistake, let him 
go and went to sleep. The wind dropped, and on the 
trees in front of the castle not a leaf stirred. 

But round the castle a hedge of briar roses began 
to grow up; every year it grew higher, till at last it 
surrounded the whole castle so that nothing could be 
seen of it, not even the flags on the roof. 

But there was a legend in the land about the lovely 
sleeping Briar Bose, as the King’s daughter was called, 
and from time to time princes came and tried to force 
a way through the hedge into the castle. They found it 
impossible, for the thorns, as though they had hands, 
held them fast, and the princes remained caught in 
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them without being able to free themselves, and so died 
a miserable death. 

After many, many years a prince came again to the 
country and heard an old man tell of the castle which 
stood behind the briar hedge, in which a most beautiful 
maiden called Briar Bose had been asleep for the last 
hundred years, and with her slept the King, Queen, and 
all her courtiers. He knew also, from his grandfather, 
that many princes had already come and sought to 
pierce through the briar hedge, and had remained 
caught in it and died a sad death. 

Then the young prince said, “I am not afraid; I am 
determined to go and look upon the lovely Briar Bose.” 

The good old man did all in his power to dissuade 
him, but the Prince would not listen to his words. 

Now, however, the hundred years were just ended, 
and the day had come when Briar Bose was to wake up 
again. When the Prince approached the briar hedge 
it was in blossom, and w T as covered with beautiful large 
flowers which made way for him of their own accord 
and let him pass unharmed, and then closed up again 
into a hedge behind him. 

In the courtyard he saw the horses and brindled 
hounds lying asleep, on the roof sat the doves with their 
heads under their wings: and when he went into the 
house the flies were asleep on the walls, and near the 
throne lay the King and Queen ; in the kitchen was the 
cook, with his hand raised as though about to strike the 
scullion, and the maid sat with the black fowl in her 
lap which she was about to pluck. 
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He went on further, and all was so still that he could 
hear his own breathing. At last he reached the tower, 
and opened the door into the little room where Briar 
Rose was asleep. There she lay, looking so beautiful 
that he could not take his eyes off her; he bent down 
and gave her a kiss. As he touched her Briar Rose 
opened her eyes and looked lovingly at him. Then 
they went down together ; and the King woke up, and 
the Queen, and all the courtiers, and looked at each 
other with astonished eyes. The horses in the stable 
stood up and shook themselves, the hounds leaped 
about and wagged their tails, the doves on the roof 
lifted their heads from under their wings, looked 
around, and flew into the fields; the flies on the walls 
began to crawl again, the fire in the kitchen roused it- 
self and blazed up and cooked the food, the meat began 
to crackle, and the cook boxed the scullion’s ears so 
soundly that he screamed aloud, while the maid finished 
plucking the fowl. Then the wedding of the Prince 
and Briar Rose was celebrated with all splendor, and 
they lived happily till they died. 
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^"\NCE upon a time there lived a king and queen very 
peacefully together ; they had twelve children, all 
boys. Now the King said to the Queen one day: 

“If our thirteenth child should be a girl the twelve 
boys shall die, so that her riches may be the greater, 
and the kingdom fall to her alone. ’ ’ 

Then he caused twelve coffins to be made; and they 
were filled with shavings, and a little pillow laid in each, 
and they w T ere brought and put in a locked-up room; 
and the King gave the key to the Queen, and told her 
to say nothing about it to any one. 

But the mother sat the whole day sorrowing, so that 
her youngest son, who never left her, and to whom she 
had given the Bible name Benjamin, said to her : 

“Dear mother, w 7 hy are you so sad!” 

‘ ‘ Dearest child, ’ ’ answered she, ‘ ‘ I dare not tell you. ’ ’ 
But he let her have no peace until she went and un- 
locked the room, and showed him the twelve coffins with 
the shavings and the little pillow T s. Then she said : 
“My dear Benjamin, your father has caused these 
coffins to be made for you and your eleven brothers, and 
if I bring a little girl into the world you are all to be 
put to death together and buried therein.” And she 
wept as she spoke, and her little son comforted her and 
said: 

“Weep not, dear mother, we will save ourselves and 
go far away.” Then she answered: 
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“Yes, go with your eleven brothers out into the 
world, and let one of you always sit on the top of the 
highest tree that can be found, and keep watch upon 
the tower of this castle. If a little son is born I will 
put out a white flag, and then you may safely venture 
back again; but if it is a little daughter I w T ill put out 
a red flag, and then flee away as fast as you can, and 
the dear God watch over you. Every night will I arise 
and pray for you — in winter that you may have a fire 
to warm yourselves by, and in summer that you may 
not languish in the heat.” 

After that, when she had given her sons her blessing, 
they went away out into the wood. One after another 
kept watch, sitting on the highest oak tree, looking to- 
wards the tower. When eleven days had passed, and 
Benjamin’s turn came, he saw a flag put out; it was 
not white, but blood red, to warn them that they were 
to die. When the brothers knew this they became 
angry, saying: 

“Shall we suffer death because of a girl! We swear 
to be revenged ; wdierever we find a girl we will shed her 
blood.” 

Then they went deeper into the wood; and in the 
middle, where it was darkest, they found a little en- 
chanted house, standing empty. Then they said, 

“Here will we dwell; and you, Benjamin, the young- 
est and weakest, shall stay at home and keep house ; we 
others will go abroad and purvey food.” 

Then they went into the wood and caught hares, wild 
roes, birds, and pigeons, and whatever else is good to 
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eat, and brought them to Benjamin for him to cook and 
make ready to satisfy their hunger. So they lived to- 
gether in the little house for ten years, and the time 
did not seem long. 

By this time the Queen’s little daughter was grow- 
ing up ; she had a kind heart and a beautiful face, and 
a golden star on her forehead. Once when there was 
a great wash she saw among the clothes twelve shirts, 
and she asked her mother : 

“Whose are these twelve shirts? They are too small 
to be my father’s.” Then the mother answered with 
a sore heart : 

“Dear child, they belong to your twelve brothers.” 
The little girl said : 

“Where are my twelve brothers? I have never 
heard of them.” And her mother answered: 

* ‘ God only knows where they are wandering about in 
the world.” Then she led the little girl to the secret 
room and unlocked it, and showed her the twelve coffins 
with the shavings and the little pillows. 

“These coffins,” said she, “were intended for your 
twelve brothers, but they went away far from home 
when you were born,” and she related how everything 
had come to pass. Then said the little girl: 

“Dear mother, do not weep, I will go and seek my 
brothers. ’ ’ 

So she took the twelve shirts and went far and wide 
in the great forest. The day sped on, and in the eve- 
ning she came to the enchanted house. She went in 
and found a youth, who asked: 
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“Whence do you come, and what do you want?” and 
he marveled at her beauty, her royal garments, and the 
star on her forehead. Then she answered : 

“I am a king’s daughter, and I seek my twelve 
brothers, and I will go everywhere under the blue sky 
until I find them.” And she showed him the twelve 
shirts which belonged to them. Then Benjamin saw 
that it must be his sister, and said : 

“I am Benjamin, your youngest brother.” 

And she began weeping for joy, and Benjamin also, 
and they kissed and cheered each other with great love. 
After a while he said : 

“Dear sister, there is still a hindrance; we have 
sworn that any maiden whom we meet must die, as it 
was because of a maiden that we had to leave our 
kingdom.” Then she said: 

“I will willingly die, if so I may benefit my twelve 
brothers. ’ ’ 

“No,” answered he, “you shall not die; sit down 
under this tub until the eleven brothers come, and I 
agree with them about it.” She did so; and as night 
came on they returned from hunting, and supper was 
ready. And as they were sitting at table and eating, 
they asked : 

“What news?” And Benjamin said: 

“Don’t you know any?” 

“No,” answered they. So he said: 

“You have been in the wood, and I have stayed at 
home, and yet I know more than you.” 

“Tell us!” cried they. He answered: 
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“Promise me that the first maiden we see shall not 
be put to death. ’ ’ 

“Yes, we promise,” cried they all, “she shall have 
mercy ; tell us now. ’ ’ Then he said : 

“Our sister is here,” and lifted up the tub, and the 
King’s daughter came forth in her royal garments 
with her golden star on her forehead, and she seemed 
so beautiful, delicate, and sweet, that they all rejoiced, 
and fell on her neck and kissed her, and loved her with 
all their hearts. 

After this she remained with Benjamin in the house 
and helped him with the work. The others w T ent forth 
into the woods to catch wild animals, does, birds, and 
pigeons, for food for them all, and their sister and Ben- 
jamin took care that all was made ready for them. She 
fetched the wood for cooking, and the vegetables, and 
watched the pots on the fire, so that supper was always 
ready when the others came in. She kept also great 
order in the house, and the beds were always beauti- 
fully white and clean, and the brothers were contented, 
and lived in unity. 

One day the two got ready a fine feast, and when they 
were all assembled they sat down and ate and drank, 
and were full of joy. Now there was a little garden 
belonging to the enchanted house, in which grew twelve 
lilies ; the maiden, thinking to please her brothers, went 
out to gather the twelve flowers, meaning to give one to 
each as they sat at meat. But as she broke off the 
flowers, in the same moment the brothers were changed 
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into twelve ravens, and flew over the wood far away, 
and the house with the garden also disappeared. So 
the poor maiden stood alone in the wild wood, and as 
she was looking around her she saw an old woman 
standing by her, who said : 

“My child, what hast thou done! why couldst thou 
not leave the twelve flowers standing? They were thy 
twelve brothers, who are now changed to ravens for- 
ever. ’ ’ The maiden said, weeping : 

“Is there no means of setting them free?” 

“No,” said the old woman, “there is in the whole 
world no way but one, and that is difficult ; thou canst 
not release them but by being dumb for seven years: 
thou must neither speak nor laugh; and Avert thou to 
speak one single word, and it wanted but one hour of 
the seven years, all would be in vain, and thy brothers 
would perish because of that one word.” 

Then the maiden said in her heart, “I am quite sure 
that I can set my brothers free,” and went and sought 
a tall tree, climbed up, and sat there spinning, and 
never spoke or laughed. Now it happened that a king, 
who was hunting in the wood, had with him a large 
greyhound, who ran to the tree where the maiden was, 
sprang up at it, and barked loudly. Up came the King 
and saw the beautiful princess with the golden star on 
her forehead, and he was so charmed with her beauty 
that he prayed her to become his wife. She gave no 
answer, only a little nod of her head. Then he himself 
climbed the tree and brought her down, set her on his 
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horse and took her home. The wedding was held with 
great splendor and rejoicing, but the bride neither 
spoke nor laughed. After they had lived pleasantly 
together for a few years, the King’s mother, who was 
a wicked woman, began to slander the young Queen, and 
said to the King : 

‘ ‘ She is only a low beggar-maid that you have taken 
to yourself; who knows what mean tricks she is play- 
ing? Even if she is really dumb and cannot speak she 
might at least laugh ; not to laugh is the sign of a bad 
conscience. ’ ’ 

At first the King would believe nothing of it, but the 
old woman talked so long, and suggested so many bad 
things, that he at last let himself be persuaded, and 
condemned the Queen to death. 

Now a great fire was kindled in the courtyard, and 
she was to be burned in it; and the King stood above 
at the window, and watched it all with weeping eyes, 
for he had held her very dear. And when she was al- 
ready fast bound to the stake, and the fire was licking 
her garments with red tongues, the last moment of the 
seven years came to an end. Then a rushing sound 
was heard in the air, and twelve ravens came flying 
and sank downwards; and as they touched the earth 
they became her twelve brothers that she had lost. 
They rushed through the fire and quenched the flames, 
and set their dear sister free, kissing and consoling 
her. And now that her mouth was opened, and that 
she might venture to speak, she told the King the rea- 
son of her dumbness, and why she had never laughed. 
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The King rejoiced when he heard of her innocence, and 
they all lived together in happiness until their death. 

But the wicked mother-in-law was very unhappy, and 
died miserably. 
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THE SIX SWANS * 


O NCE on a time a king was hunting in a great wood, 
and he pursued a wild animal so eagerly that none 
of his people could follow him. When evening came he 
stood still, and looking round him he found that he had 
lost his way ; and seeking a path, he found none. Then 
all at once he saw an old woman with a nodding head 
coming up to him ; and it was a witch. 

“My good woman,” said he, “can you show me the 
way out of the wood!” 

“Oh, yes, my lord king,” answered she, “certainly I 
can; but I must make a condition, and if you do not 
fulfill it, you will never get out of the wood again, hut 
die there of hunger.” 

“What is the condition!” asked the King. 

“I have a daughter,” said the old woman, “who is as 
fair as any in the world, and if you will take her for 
your bride, and make her queen, I will show you the 
way out of the wood. ’ ’ 

The King consented, because of the difficulty he was 
in, and the old woman led him into her little house, and 
there her daughter was sitting by the fire. 

She received the King just as if she had been expect- 
ing him, and though he saw that she was very beautiful, 

* The similarity between this story and the one immediately pre- 
ceding is explained by the fact that both have probably been derived 
from a common source. This accounts for the many resemblances that 
are found throughout the Grimms’ Tales. 

114 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


she did not please him, and he could not look at her 
without an inward shudder. Nevertheless, he took the 
maiden before him on his horse, and the old woman 
showed him the way, and soon he was in his royal cas- 
tle again, where the wedding was held. 

The King had been married before, and his first wife 
had left seven children, six boys and one girl, whom he 
loved better than all the world, and as he was afraid 
the step-mother might not behave well to them, and per- 
haps would do them some mischief, he took them to a 
lonely castle standing in the middle of a wood. There 
they remained hidden, for the road to it was so hard to 
find that the King himself could not have found it, had it 
not been for a clew of yarn, possessing wonderful prop- 
erties, that a wise woman had given him ; when he threw 
it down before him, it unrolled itself and showed him 
the way. And the King went so often to see his dear 
children, that the Queen was displeased at his absence ; 
and she became curious and wanted to know what he 
went out into the wood for so often alone. She bribed 
his servants with much money, and they showed her the 
secret, and told her of the clew of yarn, which alone 
could point out the way; then she gave herself no rest 
until she had found out where the King kept the clew, 
and then she made some little 'white silk shirts, and 
sewed a charm in each, as she had learned witchcraft of 
her mother. And once when the King had ridden to the 
hunt, she took the little shirts and went into the wood, 
and the clew of yarn showed her the way. The children 
seeing some one in the distance, thought it was their 
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dear father coming to see them, and came jumping for 
joy to meet him. Then the wicked queen threw over 
each one of the little shirts, and as soon as the shirts 
touched their bodies, they were changed into swans, and 
flew away through the wood. So the Queen went home 
very pleased to think she had got rid of her step-chil- 
dren ; but the maiden had not run out with her brothers, 
and so the Queen knew nothing about her. The next 
day the King went to see his children, but he found no- 
body but his daughter. 

“Where are thy brothers?” asked the King. 

“Ah, dear father,” answered she, “they are gone 
away and have left me behind,” and then she told him 
how she had seen from her window her brothers in the 
guise of swans fly away through the wood, and she 
showed him the feathers which they had let fall in the 
courtyard, and which she had picked up. The King 
was grieved, but he never dreamt that it was the Queen 
who had done this wicked deed, and as he feared lest the 
maiden also should be stolen away from him, he wished 
to take her away with him. But she was afraid of the 
step-mother, and begged the King to let her remain one 
more night in the castle in the wood. 

Then she said to herself, 

“I must stay here no longer, but go and seek for my 
brothers.” 

And when the night came, she fled away and went 
straight into the wood. She went on all that night and 
the next day, until she could go no longer for weari- 
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ness. At last she saw a rucle hut, and she went in and 
found a room with six little beds in it ; she did not dare 
to lie down in one, but she crept under one and lay on 
the hard hoards and wished for night. When it was 
near the time of sun-setting she heard a rustling sound, 
and saw six swans come flying in at the window. They 
alighted on the ground, and blew at one another until 
they had blown all their feathers off, and then they 
stripped off their swan-skin as if it had been a shirt. 
And the maiden looked at them and knew them for her 
brothers, and was very glad, and crept from under the 
bed. The brothers were not less glad when their sister 
appeared; but their joy did not last long. 

“You must not stay here,” said they to her; “this is 
a robbers’ haunt, and if they were to come and find you 
here, they would kill you. ’ ’ 

“And cannot you defend me?” asked the little sister. 
“No,” answered they, “for we can only get rid of 
our swan-skins and keep our human shape every eve- 
ning for a quarter of an hour, but after that we must be 
changed again into swans.” 

Their sister wept at hearing this, and said, 

“Can nothing be done to set you free?” 

“Oh, no,” answered they, “the work would be too 
hard for you. For six whole years you would be 
obliged never to speak or laugh, and make during that 
time six little shirts out of aster-flowers. If you were 
to let fall a single word before the work was ended, all 
would be of no good.” 
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And just as the brothers had finished telling her this, 
the quarter of an hour came to an end, and they 
changed into swans and flew out of the window. 

But the maiden made up her mind to set her brothers 
free, even though it should cost her her life. She left 
the hut, and going into the middle of the wood, she 
climbed a tree, and there passed the night. The next 
morning she set to work and gathered asters and began 
sewing them together: as for speaking, there was no 
one to speak to, and as for laughing, she had no mind to 
laugh ; so she sat on and looked at nothing but her work. 
When she had been going on like this for a long time, it 
happened that the King of that country went a-hunting 
in the wood, and some of his huntsmen came up to the 
tree in which the maiden sat. They called out to her, 
saying, “Who art thou?” But she gave no answer. 
“Come down,” cried they; “we will do thee no harm.” 
But she only shook her head. And when they tor- 
mented her further with questions she threw down to 
them her gold necklace, hoping they would be content 
with that. But they would not leave off, so she threw 
down to them her girdle, and when that was no good, 
her garters, and one after another everything she had 
on and could possibly spare, until she had nothing left 
but her smock. But all was no good, the huntsmen 
would not be put off any longer, and they climbed the 
tree, carried the maiden off, and brought her to the 
King. The King asked, “Who art thou? What wert 
thou doing in the tree?” But she answered nothing. 
He spoke to her in all the languages he knew, but she 
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remained dumb ; but, being very beautiful, the King in- 
clined to ber, and be felt a great love rise up in bis 
heart towards ber ; and casting bis mantle round ber, be 
put her before him on bis horse and brought ber to bis 
castle. Then be caused rich clothing to be put upon 
ber, and ber beauty shone as bright as the morning, but 
no word would she utter. He seated ber by bis side at 
table, and ber modesty and gentle mien so pleased him, 
that be said, 

“This maiden I choose for wife, and no other in all 
the world,” and accordingly after a few days they were 
married. 

But the King bad a wicked mother, who was dis- 
pleased with the marriage, and spoke ill of the young 
queen. 

“Who knows where the maid can have come from!” 
said she, “and not able to speak a word! She is not 
worthy of a king!” 

After a year bad passed, and the Queen brought her 
first child into the world, the old woman carried it 
away, and marked the Queen’s mouth with blood as she 
lay sleeping. Then she went to the King and declared 
that bis wife was an eater of human flesh. The King 
would not believe such a thing, and ordered that no one 
should do her any harm. And the Queen went on 
quietly sewing the shirts and caring for nothing else. 
The next time that a fine boy was born, the wicked 
woman used the same deceit, but the King would give 
no credence to her words, for he said, 

1 ‘ She is too tender and good to do any such thing, and 
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if she were only not dumb, and could justify herself, 
then her innocence would be as clear as day. ’ ’ 

When for the third time the old woman stole away 
the new-born child and accused the Queen, who was un- 
able to say a word in her defense, the King could do 
nothing else but give her up to justice, and she was sen- 
tenced to suffer death by fire. 

The day on which her sentence was to be carried out 
was the very last one of her sixth year of the years 
during which she had neither spoken nor laughed, to 
free her dear brothers from the evil spell. The six 
shirts were ready, all except one which wanted the left 
sleeve. And when she was led to the pile of wood, she 
carried the six shirts on her arm, and when she mounted 
the pile and the fire was about to be kindled, all at once 
she cried out aloud, for there were six swans coming 
flying through the air ; and she saw that her deliverance 
was near, and her heart beat for joy. The swans came 
close up to her with rushing wings, and stooped round 
her, so that she could throw the shirts over them; and 
when that had been done the swan-skins fell off them, 
and her brothers stood before her in their own bodies 
quite safe and sound; but as one shirt wanted the left 
sleeve, so the youngest brother had a swan’s wing in- 
stead of a left arm. They embraced and kissed each 
other, and the Queen went up to the King, who looked 
on full of astonishment, and began to speak to him and 
to say, 

“Dearest husband, now I may dare to speak and tell 
you that I am innocent, and have been falsely accused, ’ ’ 
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and she related to him the treachery of the old woman, 
who had taken away the three children and hidden 
them. And she was reconciled to the King with great 
joy, and the wicked mother was hound to the stake 
on the pile of wood and burnt to ashes. 

And the King and Queen lived many years with their 
six brothers in peace and joy. 
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THE TURNIP 


T HERE were once two brothers who both served 
as soldiers, and one was rich and the other was 
poor. 

The poor one, wishing to better himself, discarded 
his uniform and worked like a peasant. Then he dug 
and hoed his little field and sowed turnips. 

The seed came up, and one of the turnips grew to 
such an enormous size, that it seemed as though it 
would never have finished; and it might have been 
called the Queen of Turnips, for its like had never been 
seen before, nor ever will be again. 

At last it was so big that it filled a cart, and needed 
two oxen to draw it; and the peasant could not imagine 
what would come of it, whether it would bring good 
luck or bad. 

At last he said to himself: “If I sell it what shall 
I gain? I might eat it, but the little turnips would do 
as well for that. The best thing will be to take it to 
the King and offer it to him. ’ ’ 

So he loaded a cart, harnessed two oxen, and took it 
to the court to present it to the King. 

“What is that extraordinary object?” said the King. 
“I have seen many marvels in my time, but never any- 
thing so remarkable as this. What seed did it spring 
from? Perhaps it belongs to you, especially if you are 
a child of good luck?” 
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“Oh, no,” said the peasant, “lucky I certainly am 
not, for I am a poor soldier, who, since he could keep 
himself no longer, has hung up his uniform on a nail, 
and tills the earth. Further, I have a brother who is 
rich, and well known to you, my Lord King; but I, be- 
cause I have nothing, am forgotten by all the world. ’ ’ 

Then the King pitied him and said : “Your poverty 

shall be at an end, and you shall receive such rich pres- 
ents from me that your wealth will equal that of your 
brother.” 

Thereupon he gave him plenty of gold, lands, fields, 
and flocks, and enriched him with precious stones, so 
that the other brother’s wealth could not be compared 
with his. 

Now, when the rich brother heard what his brother 
with the single turnip had acquired, he envied him, and 
pondered how he might gain a like treasure for himself. 

But he wanted to show himself much cleverer, so he 
took gold and horses and presented them to the King, 
feeling certain that he would give him a far hand- 
somer gift ; for if his brother got so much for a turnip, 
what would not he get for his beautiful things. 

The King took the present, saying that he could give 
him in return nothing rarer or better than the huge 
turnip. 

So the rich brother had to put his brother’s turnip 
into a cart, and have it taken home. 

Then he did not know on whom to expend his wrath 
and bitterness, till evil thoughts came to him, and he 
determined to kill his brother. 
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He hired murderers, wlio were to place themselves in 
ambush, and then he went to his brother, and said: 
“Dear brother, I know of a secret treasure which we 
will carry off and divide. ’ ’ 

The other agreed, and went without suspicion. But 
when they got out, the murderers sprang upon him, 
bound him, and prepared to hang him on a tree. 

While they were about it, they heard in the distance 
the clatter of hoofs and the sound of singing, which 
frightened them so much that they stuck their prisoner 
into a sack, head foremost, slung it up on a branch, and 
took to flight. 

But the man up in the sack worked a hole in it, and 
stuck his head through. 

Now the traveler turned out to be nothing more than 
a student, a young fellow who was riding through the 
wood, singing cheerily. 

When the man up in the sack saw some one down 
below, he called out: “Good-day. You come in the 
nick of time. ’ ’ 

The student looked all around, but could not make 
out where the voice came from. 

At last he said : “ Who calls ? ’ ’ 

A voice from above answered: “Raise your eyes, I 

am sitting up here in the Sack of Wisdom, and in a 
short time I have learnt so much that the wisdom of the 
schools is as air compared to mine. Soon I shall be 
quite perfect, and shall come down and be the wisest 
of all mankind. I understand the stars and signs of 
the heavens, the blowing of the winds, the sand of the 
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sea, the healing of sickness, the power of herbs, birds, 
and stones. If you were once inside, you would feel 
what wonders flow from the Sack of Knowledge.” 
When the student heard this he was astonished, and 
said: “Blessed be the hour when I met you, if only I 

too might get into the sack for a little. ’ ’ 

The other answered, as though unwillingly: “I will 
let you in for a little while for payment and kind words, 
but you must wait an hour, as there is something 
rather difficult which I must learn first. ’ ’ 

But when the student had waited a little, he grew 
impatient and entreated permission to get in, so great 
was his thirst for knowledge. Then the man in the 
sack pretended to give in, and said: “In order that 
I may get out of the sack you must let it down, then 
you can get in.” 

So the student let it down, undid the sack and re- 
leased the prisoner, and said: “Now pull me up as 
fast as possible”; and he tried to get into the sack and 
stand upright in it. 

“Stop,” said the other. “That won’t do.” And he 
packed him in head first, tied it up, and slung up the 
Disciple of Wisdom, dangling him in the air, and said : 
“How are you, my dear fellow? You will soon feel 
wisdom coming upon you, and will have a most inter- 
esting experience. Sit still till you are wiser.” 
Thereupon he mounted the student’s horse, and rode 
off, but sent some one in an hour to let him down again. 
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I N the old times, when it was still of some use to 
wish for the thing one wanted, there lived a king 
whose daughters were all handsome, but the youngest 
was so beautiful that the sun himself, who has seen so 
much, wondered each time he shone over her because 
of her beauty. Near the royal castle there was a great 
dark w r ood, and in the wood under an old linden-tree 
was a well; and when the day was hot, the King’s 
daughter used to go forth into the wood and sit by the 
brink of the cool well, and if the time seemed long, she 
would take out a golden ball, and throw it up and catch 
it again, and this was her favorite pastime. 

Now it happened one day that the golden ball, instead 
of falling back into the maiden’s little hand which had 
sent it aloft, dropped to the ground near the edge of 
the well and rolled in. The King’s daughter followed 
it with her eyes as it sank, but the well was deep, so 
deep that the bottom could not be seen. Then she be- 
gan to weep, and she wept and wept as if she could 
never be comforted. And in the midst of her weeping 
she heard a voice saying to her : 

“What ails thee, king’s daughter? thy tears would 
melt a heart of stone.” 

And when she looked to see where the voice came 
from there was nothing but a frog stretching his thick 
ugly head out of the water. 

126 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


“Oh, is it you, old waddler?” said she; “I weep be- 
cause my golden ball has fallen into the well.” 

“Never mind, do not weep,” answered the frog; “I 
can help you ; but what will you give me if I fetch up 
your ball again?” 

“Whatever you like, dear frog,” said she; “any of 
my clothes, my pearls and jewels, or even the golden 
crown that I wear. ’ ’ 

“Thy clothes, thy pearls and jewels, and thy golden 
crown are not for me,” answered the frog; “but if thou 
wouldst love me, and have me for thy companion and 
play-fellow, and let me sit by thee at table, and eat from 
thy plate, and drink from thy cup, and sleep in thy 
little bed, — if thou wouldst promise all this, then would 
I dive below the water and fetch thee thy golden ball 
again. ’ ’ 

“Oh, yes,” she answered; “I will promise it all, 
whatever you want, if you will only get me my ball 
again.” 

But she thought to herself, “What nonsense he talks ! 
as if he could do anything but sit in the water and 
croak with the other frogs, or could possibly be any 
one’s companion.” 

But the frog, as soon as he heard her promise, drew 
his head under the water and sank down out of sight, 
but after a while he came to the surface again with the 
ball in his mouth, and he threw it on the grass. 

The King’s daughter was overjoyed to see her pretty 
plaything again, and she caught it up and ran off 
with it. 
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“Stop, stop!” cried the frog; “take me up too; I 
cannot run as fast as you !” 

But it was of no use, for croak, croak after her as he 
might, she would not listen to him, but made haste 
home, and very soon forgot all about the poor frog, who 
had to betake himself to his well again. 

The next day, when the King’s daughter was sitting 
at table with the King and all the court, and eating 
from her golden plate, there came something pitter 
patter up the marble stairs, and then there came a 
knocking at the door, and a voice crying, “Youngest 
King’s daughter, let me in!” 

And she got up and ran to see who it could be, but 
when she opened the door, there was the frog sitting 
outside. Then she shut the door hastily and went back 
to her seat, feeling very uneasy. The King noticed 
how quickly her heart was beating, and said, 

“My child, what are you afraid of? Is there a giant 
standing at the door ready to carry you away?” 

“Oh, no,” answered she; “no giant, but a horrid 
frog.” 

“And what does the frog want?” asked the King. 
“0 dear father,” answered she, “when I was sitting 
by the well yesterday, and playing with my golden ball, 
it fell into the water, and while I was crying for the 
loss of it, the frog came and got it again for me on 
condition I would let him be my companion, but I never 
thought that he could leave the water and come after 
me ; but now there he is outside the door, and he wants 
to come in to me.” 
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And then they all heard him knocking the second 
time and crying, 

“Youngest King’s daughter, 

Open to me! 

By the well water 
What promised you me? 

Youngest King’s daughter 
Now open to me!” 

“That which thou hast promised must thou per- 
form,” said the King sternly; “so go now and let him 
in.” 

So she went and opened the door, and the frog 
hopped in, following at her heels, till she reached her 
chair. Then he stopped and cried : 

“Lift me up to sit by you.” 

But she delayed doing so until the King ordered her. 
When once the frog was on the chair, he wanted to 
get on the table, and there he sat and said : 

“Now push your golden plate a little nearer, so that 
we may eat together.” 

And so she did, but everybody might see how unwill- 
ing she was, and the frog feasted heartily, but every 
morsel seemed to stick in her throat. 

“I have had enough now,” said the frog at last, “and 
as I am tired, you must carry me to your room, and 
make ready your silken bed, and we will lie down and 
go to sleep.” 

Then the King’s daughter began to weep, and was 
afraid of the cold frog, that nothing would satisfy him 
but he must sleep in her pretty clean bed. Now the 
King grew angry with her, saying : 

129 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


“That which thou hast promised in thy time of ne- 
cessity, must thou now perform.” 

So she picked up the frog with her finger and thumb, 
carried him upstairs and put him in a corner, and when 
she had lain down to sleep, he came creeping up, say- 
ing, “I am tired and want sleep as much as you; take 
me up, or I will tell your father. ’ ’ 

Then she felt beside herself with rage, and picking 
him up, she threw him with all her strength against 
the wall, crying, 

“Now will you be quiet, you horrid frog!” 

But as he fell, he ceased to be a frog, and became all 
at once a prince with beautiful kind eyes. And it came 
to pass that, with her father’s consent, they became 
bride and bridegroom. And he told her how a wicked 
witch had bound him by her spells, and how no one but 
she alone could have released him, and that they two 
would go together to his father’s kingdom. And there 
came to the door a carriage drawn by eight white 
horses, with white plumes on their heads, and with 
golden harness, and behind the carriage was standing 
faithful Henry, the servant of the young prince. Now, 
faithful Henry had suffered such care and pain when 
his master was turned into a frog, that he had been 
obliged to wear three iron bands over his heart, to keep 
it from breaking with trouble and anxiety. When the 
carriage started to take the Prince to his kingdom, and 
faithful Henry had helped them both in, he got up be- 
hind, and was full of joy at his master’s deliverance. 
And when they had gone a part of the way, the Prince 
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heard a sound at the back of the carriage, as if some- 
thing had broken, and he turned round and cried, 
“Henry, the wheel must he breaking!” but Henry 
answered, 


“The wheel does not break, 

’Tis the band round my heart 
That, to lessen its ache. 

When I grieved for your sake, 

I bound round my heart.” 

Again, and yet once again there was the same sound, 
and the Prince thought it must be the wheel breaking, 
but it was the breaking of the other bands from faith- 
ful Henry’s heart, because it was now so relieved and 
happy. 
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RAPUNZEL 


T HERE was once a man and his wife who had long 
wished in vain for a child, when at last they had 
reason to hope that Heaven would grant their wish. 
There was a little window at the back of their house, 
which overlooked a beautiful garden, full of lovely 
flowers and shrubs. It was, however, surrounded by 
a high wall, and nobody dared to enter it, because it 
belonged to a powerful witch, who was feared by 
everybody. 

One day the woman, standing at this window and 
looking into the garden, saw a bed planted with beauti- 
ful rampion. It looked so fresh and green that it made 
her long to eat some of it. This longing increased 
every day, and as she knew it could never be satisfied, 
she began to look pale and miserable, and to pine 
away. Then her husband was alarmed, and said: 
“What ails you, my dear wife?” 

“Alas!” she answered, “if I cannot get any of the 
rampion from the garden behind our house to eat, I 
shall die. ’ ’ 

Her husband, who loved her, thought, “Before you 
let your wife die, you must fetch her some of that 
rampion, cost what it may.” So in the twilight he 
climbed over the wall into the witch’s garden, hastily 
picked a handful of rampion, and took it back to his 
wife. She immediately dressed it, and ate it up very 
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eagerly. It was so very, very nice, that the nest day 
her longing for it increased threefold. She could have 
no peace unless her husband fetched her some more. 
So in the twilight he set out again; hut when he got 
over the wall he was terrified to see the witch before 
him. 

“How dare you come into my garden like a thief, and 
steal my rampion?” she said, with angry looks. “It 
shall be the worse for you!” 

“ Alas !” he answered, “be merciful to me ; I am only 
here from necessity. My wife sees your rampion from 
the window, and she has such a longing for it, that she 
would die if she could not get some of it.” 

The anger of the witch abated, and she said to him, 
“If it is as you say, I will allow you to take away with 
you as much rampion as you like, but on one condition. 
You must give me the child which your wife is about to 
bring into the world. I will care for it like a mother, 
and all will be well with it.” In his fear the man con- 
sented to everything, and when the baby was born, the 
witch appeared, gave it the name of Eapunzel (ram- 
pion), and took it away with her. 

Eapunzel was the most beautiful child under the 
sun. When she was twelve years old, the witch shut 
her up in a tower which stood in a wood. It had neither 
staircase nor doors, and only a little window quite high 
up in the wall. When the witch wanted to enter the 
tower, she stood at the foot of it, and cried — 
“Eapunzel, Eapunzel, let down your hair.” 

Eapunzel had splendid long hair, as fine as spun gold. 
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As soon as she heard the voice of the witch, she un- 
fastened her plaits and twisted them round a hook by 
the window. They fell twenty ells downwards, and the 
witch climbed up by them. 

It happened a couple of years later that the King’s 
son rode through the forest, and came close to the 
tower. From thence he heard a song so lovely, that he 
stopped to listen. It was Bapunzel, who in her loneli- 
ness made her sweet voice resound to pass away the 
time. The King’s son wanted to join her, and he 
sought for the door of the tower, but there was none to 
find. 

He rode home, but the song had touched his heart so 
deeply that he went into the forest every day to listen 
to it. Once, when he was hidden behind a tree, he saw 
a witch come to the tower and call out — 

“Bapunzel, Bapunzel, let down your hair.” 

Then Bapunzel lowered her plaits of hair and the 
witch climbed up to her. 

“If that is the ladder by which one ascends,” he 
thought, “I will try my luck myself.” And the next 
day, when it began to grow dark, he went to the tower 
and cried — 

“Bapunzel, Bapunzel, let down your hair.” 

The hair fell down at once, and the King’s son 
climbed up by it. 

At first Bapunzel was terrified, for she had never set 
eyes on a man before, but the King’s son talked to her 
kindly, and told her that his heart had been so deeply 
touched by her song that he had no peace, and he was 
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obliged to see her. Then Rapunzel lost her fear, and 
when he asked if she would have him for her husband, 
and she saw that he was young and handsome, she 
thought, “He will love me better than old Mother 
Gothel. ’ ’ So she said, “ Yes, ” and laid her hand in his. 
She said, “I will gladly go with you, but I do not know 
how I am to get down from this tower. When you 
come, will you bring a skein of silk with you every time? 
I will twist it into a ladder, and when it is long enough 
I will descend by it, and you can take me away with you 
on your horse. ’ ’ 

She arranged with him that he should come and see 
her every evening, for the old witch came in the day- 
time. 

The witch discovered nothing, till suddenly Rapun- 
zel said to her, ‘ ‘ Tell me, Mother Gothel, how can it be 
that you are so much heavier to draw up than the 
young prince who will be here before long?” 

“Oh, you wicked child, what do you say? I thought 
I had separated you from all the world, and yet you 
have deceived me.” In her rage she seized Rapunzel ’s 
beautiful hair, twisted it twice round her left hand, 
snatched up a pair of shears and cut off the plaits, 
which fell to the ground. She was so merciless that 
she took poor Rapunzel away into a wilderness, where 
she forced her to live in the greatest grief and misery. 

In the evening of the day on which she had banished 
Rapunzel, the witch fastened the plaits which she had 
cut off to the hook by the window, and when the Prince 
came and called — 
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“Bapunzel, Kapunzel, let down your hair,” 
she lowered the hair. The Prince climbed up, hut there 
he found, not his beloved Bapunzel, but the witch, who 
looked at him with angry and wicked eyes. 

“Ah!” she cried mockingly, “you have come to 
fetch your ladylove, hut the pretty bird is no longer in 
her nest; and she can sing no more, for the cat has 
seized her, and it will scratch your own eyes out too. 
Bapunzel is lost to you ; you will never see her again. ’ ’ 
The Prince was beside himself with grief, and in his 
despair he sprang out of the window. He was not 
killed, but his eyes were scratched out by the thorns 
among which he fell. He wandered about blind in the 
wood, and had nothing hut roots and berries to eat. He 
did nothing but weep and lament over the loss of his 
beloved wife Bapunzel. In this way he wandered 
about for some years, till at last he reached the wilder- 
ness where Bapunzel had been living in great poverty. 

He heard a voice which seemed very familiar to him, 
and he went towards it. Bapunzel knew him at once, 
and fell weeping upon his neck. Two of her tears fell 
upon his eyes, and they immediately grew quite clear, 
and he could see as well as ever. 

He took her to his kingdom, where he was received 
with joy, and they lived long and happily together. 
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THE FISHERMAN AND HIS WIFE 


T HERE was once a fisherman, who lived with his 
wife in a miserable little hovel close to the sea. He 
went to fish every day, and he fished and fished, and at 
last one day, as he was sitting looking deep down into 
the shining water, he felt something on his line. 
When he hauled it up there was a big flounder on the 
end of the line. The flounder said to him, “Listen, 
fisherman, I beg you not to kill me : I am no common 
flounder, I am an enchanted prince ! What good will it 
do you to kill me? I shan’t be good to eat; put me 
back into the water, and leave me to swim about.” 
“Ho! ho!” said the fisherman, “you need not 
make so many words about it. I am quite ready to put 
back a flounder that can talk. ’ ’ And so saying, he put 
hack the flounder into the shining water, and it sank 
down to the bottom, leaving a streak of blood behind it. 

Then the fisherman got up and went back to his wife 
in the hovel. “Husband,” she said, “hast thou caught 
nothing to-day?” 

“No,” said the man; “all I caught was one flounder 
and he said he was an enchanted prince, so I let him 
go swim again.” 

“Didst thou not wish for anything then?” asked the 
goodwife. 

“No,” said the man; “what was there to wish 
for?” 
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“Alas!” said his wife, “isn’t it bad enough always 
to live in this wretched hovel ! Thou mightst at least 
have wished for a nice clean cottage. Go back and call 
him, tell him I want a pretty cottage: he will surely 
give us that.” 

“Alas !” said the man, “what am I to go back there 
for?” 

“Well,” said the woman, “it was thou who didst 
catch him and let him go again; for certain he will do 
that for thee. Be off now!” 

The man was still not very willing to go, but he did 
not want to vex his wife, and at last he went back to 
the sea. 

He found the sea no longer bright and shining, but 
dull and green. He stood by it and said — 

“Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Prythee, hearken unto me: 

My wife, Ilsebil, must have her own will. 

And sends me to beg a boon of thee.” 

The flounder came swimming up, and said, “Well, 
what do you want?” 

“Alas!” said the man, “I had to call you, for my 
wife said I ought to have wished for something as I 
caught you. She doesn’t want to live in our miserable 
hovel any longer, she wants a pretty cottage.” 

“Go home again then,” said the flounder, “she has 
her wish fully.” 

The man went home and found his wife no longer 
in the old hut, but a pretty little cottage stood in its 
place, and his wife was sitting on a bench by the door. 
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She took him by the hand, and said, ‘ ‘ Come and look 
in here — isn’t this much better!” 

They went inside and found a pretty sitting-room, 
and a bedroom with a bed in it, a kitchen and a larder 
furnished with everything of the best in tin and brass 
and every possible requisite. Outside there was a little 
yard with chickens and ducks, and a little garden full 
of vegetables and fruit. 

“Look!” said the woman, “is not this nice!” 

“Yes,” said the man, “and so let it remain. We can 
live here very happily.” 

“We will see about that,” said the woman. With 
that they ate something and went to bed. 

Everything went well for a week or more, and then 
said the wife, “Listen, husband, this cottage is too 
cramped, and the garden is too small. The flounder 
could have given us a bigger house. I want to live 
in a big stone castle. Go to the flounder, and tell him 
to give us a castle.” 

“Alas, wife,” said the man, “the cottage is good 
enough for us: what should we do with a castle!” 

“Never mind,” said his wife, “do thou but go to the 
flounder, and he will manage it.” 

“Nay, wife,” said the man, “the flounder gave us the 
cottage. I don’t want to go back; as likely as not he’ll 
be angry.” 

“Go, all the same,” said the woman. “He can do it 
easily enough, and willingly into the bargain. Just 
go!” 

The man’s heart was heavy, and he was very un will- 
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ing to go. He said to himself, “It’s not right. ’ ’ But at 
last he went. 

He found the sea was no longer green; it was still 
calm, but dark violet and gray. He stood by it and 
said — 


“Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Prythee, hearken unto me: 

My wife, Ilsebil, must have her own will, 

And sends me to beg a boon of thee.” 

“Now, what do you want?” said the flounder. 

“Alas,” said the man, half scared, “my wife wants a 
big stone castle.” 

“Go home again,” said the flounder, “she is stand- 
ing at the door of it. ’ ’ 

Then the man went away thinking he would find no 
house, but when he got back he found a great stone 
palace, and his wife standing at the top of the steps, 
waiting to go in. 

She took him by the hand and said, ‘ ‘ Come in with 
me.” 

With that they went in and found a great hall paved 
with marble slabs, and numbers of servants in attend- 
ance, who opened the great doors for them. The walls 
were hung with beautiful tapestries, and the rooms 
were furnished with golden chairs and tables, while 
rich carpets covered the floors, and crystal chandeliers 
hung from the ceilings. The tables groaned under 
every kind of delicate food and the most costly wines. 
Outside the house there was a great courtyard, with sta- 
bling for horses, and cows, and many fine carriages. 
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Beyond tliis there was a great garden filled with the 
loveliest flowers, and fine fruit-trees. There was also 
a park, half a mile long, and in it were stags and hinds, 
and hares, and everything of the kind one could wish 
for. 

“Now,” said the woman, “is not this worth hav- 
ing?” 

“Oh, yes,” said the man, “and so let it remain. We 
will live in this beautiful palace and be content. ’ ’ 

“We will think about that,” said his wife, “and sleep 
upon it.” 

With that they went to bed. 

Next morning the wife woke up first; day was just 
dawning, and from her bed she could see the beautiful 
country around her. Her husband was still asleep, but 
she pushed him with her elbow, and said, “Husband, 
get up and peep out of the window. See here, now, 
could we not be King over all this land? Go to the 
flounder. We will be King.” 

“Alas, wife,” said the man, “what should we be 
King for? I don’t want to be King.” 

“Ah,” said his wife, “if thou wilt not be King, I 
will. Go to the flounder. I will be King.” 

“Alas, wife,” said the man, “whatever dost thou 
want to be King for? I don’t like to tell him.” 

“Why not?” said the woman. “Go thou must. I 
will be King.” 

So the man went; but he was quite sad because his 
wife would be King. 

“It is not right,” he said; “it is not right.” 
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When he reached the sea, he found it dark, gray, and 
rough, and evil smelling. He stood there and said — 

“Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Prythee, hearken unto me: 

My wife, Ilsebil, must have her own will. 

And sends me to beg a boon of thee.” 

“Now, what does she want?” said the flounder. 

“Alas,” said the man, “she wants to be King now.” 

“Go back. She is King already,” said the flounder. 

So the man went hack, and when he reached the pal- 
ace he found that it had grown much larger, and a 
great tower had been added with handsome decora- 
tions. There was a sentry at the door, and numbers of 
soldiers were playing drums and trumpets. As soon 
as he got inside the house, he found everything was 
marble and gold; and the hangings were of velvet, 
with great golden tassels. The doors of the saloon 
were thrown wide open, and he saw the whole court 
assembled. His wife was sitting on a lofty throne of 
gold and diamonds ; she wore a golden crown, and car- 
ried in one hand a scepter of pure gold. On each side 
of her stood her ladies in a long row, every one a head 
shorter than the next. 

He stood before her, and said : “Alas, wife, art thou 
now King?” 

“Yes,” she said; “now I am King.” 

He stood looking at her for some time, and then he 
said: “Ah, wife, it is a fine thing for thee to be King; 
now we will not wish to be anything more. ’ ’ 

“Nay, husband,” she answered, quite uneasily; “I 
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find the time hang very heavy on my hands. I can’t 
bear it any longer. Go hack to the flounder. King I 
am, but I must also be Emperor. ’ ’ 

“Alas, wife,” said the man, “why dost thou now 
want to be Emperor?” 

‘ ‘ Husband, ’ ’ she answered, “ go to the flounder. Em- 
peror I will be.” 

“Alas, wife,” said the man, “Emperor he can’t 
make thee, and I won’t ask him. There is only one 
emperor in the country; and Emperor the flounder 
cannot make thee, that he can’t.” 

“What?” said the woman. “I am King, and thou 
art but my husband. To him thou must go, and that 
right quickly. If he can make a king, he can also make 
an emperor. Emperor I will be, so go quickly. ’ ’ 

He had to go, but he was quite frightened. And as 
he went, he thought, “This won’t end well; Emperor is 
too shameless. The flounder will make an end of the 
whole thing.” 

With that he came to the sea, but now he found it 
quite black, and heaving up from below in great waves. 
It tossed to and fro, and a sharp wind blew over it, and 
the man trembled. So he stood there, and said — 

“Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Pry thee, hearken unto me: 

My wife, Ilsebil, must have her own will, 

And sends me to beg a boon of thee.” 

“What does she want now?” said the flounder. 

“Alas, flounder,” he said, “my wife wants to be 
Emperor.” 
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‘ ‘ Go back, ’ ’ said the flounder. ‘ ‘ Sbe is Emperor. ’ ’ 

So the man went back, and when be got to the door, 
he found that the whole palace was made of polished 
marble, with alabaster figures and golden decorations. 
Soldiers marched up and down before the doors, blow- 
ing their trumpets and beating their drums. Inside 
the palace, counts, barons, and dukes walked about as 
attendants, and they opened to him the doors, which 
were of pure gold. 

He went in, and saw his wife sitting on a huge throne 
made of solid gold. It was at least two miles high. 
She had on her head a great golden crown set with dia- 
monds three yards high. In one hand she held the 
scepter, and in the other the orb of empire. On 
each side of her stood the gentlemen-at-arms in two 
rows, each one a little smaller than the other, from 
giants two miles high down to the tiniest dwarf no 
bigger than my little finger. She was surrounded by 
princes and dukes. 

Her husband stood still, and said: “Wife, art thou 
now Emperor?” 

“Yes,” said she; “now I am Emperor.” 

Then he looked at her for some time, and said: 
“Alas, wife, how much better off art thou for being 
Emperor?” 

“Husband,” she said, “what art thou standing there 
for? Now I am Emperor, I mean to be Pope! Go 
back to the flounder.” 

“Alas, wife,” said he man, “what wilt thou not 
want? Pope thou canst not be. There is only one pope 
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in Christendom. That’s more than the flounder can 
do.” 

“Husband,” she said, “Pope I will he; so go at once. 
I must be Pope this very day. ’ ’ 

“No, wife,” he said, “I dare not tell him. It’s no 
good; it’s too monstrous altogether. The flounder 
cannot make thee Pope.” 

“Husband,” said the woman, “don’t talk nonsense. 
If he can make an emperor, he can make a pope. Go 
immediately. I am Emperor, and thou art but my hus- 
band, and thou must obey.” 

So he was frightened, and went; but he was quite 
dazed. He shivered and shook, and his knees trembled. 

A great wind arose over the land, the clouds flew 
across the sky, and it grew as dark as night ; the leaves 
fell from the trees, and the water foamed and dashed 
upon the shore. In the distance the ships were being 
tossed to and fro on the waves, and he heard them fir- 
ing signals of distress. There was still a little patch of 
blue in the sky among the dark clouds, but towards the 
south they were red and heavy, as in a bad storm. In 
despair, he stood and said — 

“Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Prythee, hearken unto me: 

My wife, Ilsebil, must have her own will. 

And sends me to beg a boon of thee.” 

“Now, what does she want?” said the flounder. 

“Alas,” said the man, “she wants to be Pope!” 

“Go back. Pope she is,” said the flounder. 

So back he went, and he found a great church sur- 
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rounded with palaces. He pressed through the crowd, 
and inside he found thousands and thousands of lights, 
and his wife, entirely clad in gold, was sitting on a still 
higher throne, with three golden crowns upon her head, 
and she was surrounded with priestly state. On each 
side of her were two rows of candles, the biggest as 
thick as a tower, down to the tiniest little taper. Kings 
and emperors were on their knees before her, kissing 
her shoe. 

“Wife,” said the man, looking at her, “art thou now 
Pope?” 

“Yes,” said she; “now I am Pope.” 

So there he stood gazing at her, and it was like look- 
ing at a shining sun. 

“Alas, wife,” he said, “art thou better off for being 
Pope?” 

At first she sat as stiff as a post, without stirring. 
Then he said: “Now, -wife, be content with being 

Pope ; higher thou canst not go. ’ ’ 

“I will think about that,” said the woman, and with 
that they both went to bed. Still she was not content, 
and could not sleep for her inordinate desires. The 
man slept well and soundly, for he had walked about a 
great deal in the day ; but his wife could think of noth- 
ing but what further grandeur she could demand. 
When the dawn reddened the sky she raised herself up 
in bed and looked out of the window, and when she 
saw the sun rise, she said : 

“Ha ! can I not cause the sun and the moon to rise? 
Husband!” she cried, digging her elbow into his side, 
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“wake up and go to the flounder. I will be Lord of the 
Universe.” 

Her husband, who was still more than half asleep, 
was so shocked that he fell out of bed. He thought he 
must have heard wrong. He rubbed his eyes, and said : 
“Alas, wife, what didst thou say?” 

“Husband,” she said, “if I cannot be Lord of the 
Universe, and cause the sun and moon to set and rise, 
I shall not be able to bear it. I shall never have another 
happy moment.” 

She looked at him so wildly that it caused a shudder 
to run through him. 

“Alas, wife,” he said, falling on his knees before her, 
“the flounder can’t do that. Emperor and Pope he can 
make, but that is indeed beyond him. I pray thee, con- 
trol thyself and remain Pope.” 

Then she flew into a terrible rage. Her hair stood 
on end ; she kicked him and screamed — 

“I won’t bear it any longer; wilt thou go!” 

Then he pulled on his trousers and tore away like a 
madman. Such a storm was raging that he could hardly 
keep his feet: houses and trees quivered and swayed, 
and mountains trembled, and the rocks rolled into the 
sea. The sky was pitchy black ; it thundered and light- 
ened, and the sea ran in black waves mountains high, 
crested with white foam. He shrieked out, but could 
hardly make himself heard — 

“Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Prythee, hearken unto me: 

My wife, Ilsebil, must have her own will. 

And sends me to beg a boon of thee.” 
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“Now, what does she want?” asker the flounder. 
“Alas,” he said, “she wants to be Lord of the Uni- 
verse. ’ ’ 

“Now she must go hack to her old hovel; and there 
she is.” So there they are to this very day. 
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ASHENPUTTEL 

(Cinderella) 

T HE wife of a rich man fell ill, and when she felt 
that she was nearing her end, she called her only 
daughter to her bedside, and said : 

“Dear child, continue devout and good, then God will 
always help you, and I will look down upon you from 
heaven, and watch over you.” 

Thereupon she closed her eyes, and breathed her 
last. 

The maiden went to her mother’s grave every day 
and wept, and she continued to be devout and good. 
When the winter came, the snow spread a white cover- 
ing on the grave, and when the sun of spring had un- 
veiled it again, the husband took another wife. The 
new wife brought home with her two daughters, who 
were fair and beautiful to look upon, but base and black 
at heart. 

Then began a sad time for the unfortunate step- 
child. 

“Is this stupid goose to sit with us in the parlor?” 
they said. 

“Whoever wants to eat bread must earn it; go and 
sit with the kitchenmaid. ” 

They took away her pretty clothes, and made her 
put on an old gray frock, and gave her wooden clogs. 
“Just look at the proud princess, how well she’s 
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dressed,” they laughed, as they led her to the kitchen. 
There, the girl was obliged to do hard work from morn- 
ing till night, to get up at daybreak, carry water, light 
the fire, cook, and wash. Not content with that, the sis- 
ters inflicted on her every vexation they could think of ; 
they made fun of her, and tossed the peas and lentils 
among the ashes, so that she had to sit down and pick 
them out again. In the evening, when she was worn 
out with work, she had no bed to go to, but had to lie on 
the hearth among the cinders. And because, on ac- 
count of that, she always looked dusty and dirty, they 
called her Ashenputtel. 

It happened one day that the father had a mind to 
go to the fair. So he asked both his step-daughters 
what he should bring home for them. 

“Fine clothes,” said one. 

“Pearls and jewels,” said the other. 

“But you, Ashenputtel?” said he, “what will you 
have?” 

“Father, break off for me the first twig which 
brushes against your hat on your way home.” 

'Well, for his two step-daughters he brought beauti- 
ful clothes, pearls and jewels, and on his way home, as 
he was riding through a green copse, a hazel twig 
grazed against him and knocked his hat off. Then he 
broke off the branch and took it with him. 

When he got home he gave his step-daughters what 
they had asked for, and to Ashenputtel he gave the 
twig from the hazel bush. 

Ashenputtel thanked him, and went to her mother’s 
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grave and planted the twig upon it ; she wept so much 
that her tears fell and watered it. And it took root and 
became a fine tree. 

Ashenputtel went to the grave three times every day, 
wept and prayed, and every time a little white bird 
came and perched upon the tree, and when she uttered 
a wish, the little bird threw down to her what she had 
wished for. 

Now it happened that the King proclaimed a festival, 
which was to last three days, and to which all the beau- 
tiful maidens in the country were invited, in order that 
his son might choose a bride. 

When the two step-daughters heard that they were 
also to be present, they were in high spirits, called As- 
henputtel, and said : 

“Brush our hair and clean our shoes, and fasten our 
buckles, for we are going to the feast at the King’s 
palace.” 

Ashenputtel obeyed, but wept, for she also would 
gladly have gone to the ball with them, and begged her 
step-mother to give her leave to go. 

“You, Ashenputtel!” she said. “Why, you are cov- 
ered with dust and dirt. You go to the festival! Be- 
sides you have no clothes or shoes, and yet you want to 
go to the ball. ’ ’ 

As she, however, went on asking, her step-mother 
said: 

“Well, I have thrown a dishful of lentils into the cin- 
ders, if you have picked them all out in two hours you 
shall go with us.” 


151 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


The girl went through the back door into the garden, 
and cried, “Ye gentle doves, ye turtle doves, and all ye 
little birds under heaven, come and help me, 

“The good into a dish to throw, 

The bad into your crops can go.” 

Then two white doves came in by the kitchen window, 
and were followed by the turtle doves, and finally all 
the little birds under heaven flocked in, chirping, and 
settled down among the ashes. And the doves gave a 
nod with their little heads, peck, peck, peck; and then 
the rest began also, peck, peck, peck, and collected all 
the good beans into the dish. Scarcely had an hour 
passed before they had finished, and all flown out again. 

Then the girl brought the dish to her step-mother, 
and was delighted to think that now she would be able 
to go to the feast with them. 

But she said, “No, Ashenputtel, you have no clothes, 
and cannot dance ; you will only be laughed at. ’ ’ 

But when she began to cry, the step-mother said : 

“If you can pick out two whole dishes of lentils from 
the ashes in an hour, you shall go with us.” 

And she thought, “She will never be able to do that.” 
When her step-mother had thrown the dishes of len- 
tils among the ashes, the girl went out through the back 
door, and cried, “Ye gentle doves, ye turtle doves, and 
all ye little birds under heaven, come and help me, 

“The good into a dish to throw, 

The bad into your crops can go.” 

Then two white doves came in by the kitchen win- 
dow, and were followed by the turtle doves, and all the 
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other little birds under heaven, and in less than an hour 
the whole had been picked up, and they had all flown 
away. 

Then the girl carried the dish to her step-mother, 
and was delighted to think that she would now be able 
to go to the ball. 

But she said, “It’s not a bit of good. You can’t go 
with us, for you’ve got no clothes, and you can’t dance. 
We should be quite ashamed of you.” 

Thereupon she turned her back upon her, and hur- 
ried off with her two proud daughters. 

As soon as every one had left the house, Ashenputtel 
went out to her mother’s grave under the hazel-tree, 
and cried : 

“Shiver and shake, dear little tree. 

Gold and silver shower on me.” 

Then the bird threw down to her a gold and silver 
robe, and a pair of slippers embroidered with silk and 
silver. With all speed she put on the robe and went to 
the feast. But her step-sisters and their mother did not 
recognize her, and supposed that she was some foreign 
princess, so beautiful did she appear in her golden 
dress. They never gave a thought to Ashenputtel, but 
imagined that she was sitting at home in the dirt pick- 
ing the lentils out of the cinders. 

The Prince came up to the stranger, took her by the 
hand, and danced with her. In fact, he would not dance 
with any one else, and never left go of her hand. If 
any one came up to ask her to dance, he said, “ This is 
my partner.” 


153 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


She danced until nightfall, and then wanted to go 
home; but the Prince said, “I will go with you and es- 
cort you.” 

For he wanted to see to whom the beautiful maiden 
belonged. But she slipped out of his way and sprang 
into the pigeon-house. 

Then the Prince waited till her father came, and told 
him that the unknown maiden had vanished into the 
pigeon-house. 

The old man thought, “Could it be Ashenputtel?” 
And he had an ax brought to him, so that he might 
break down the pigeon-house, but there was no one in- 
side. 

When they went home, there lay Ashenputtel in her 
dirty clothes among the cinders, and a dismal oil lamp 
was burning in the chimney corner. For Ashenputtel 
had quietly jumped down out of the pigeon-house and 
ran back to the hazel-tree. There she had taken off her 
beautiful clothes and laid them on the grave, and the 
bird had taken them away again. Then she had settled 
herself among the ashes on the hearth in her old gray 
frock. 

On the second day, when the festival was renewed, 
and her parents and step-sisters had started forth 
again, Ashenputtel went to the hazel-tree, and said: 

“Shiver and shake, dear little tree, 

Gold and silver shower on me.” 

Then the bird threw down a still more gorgeous robe 
than on the previous day. And when she appeared at 
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the festival in this robe, every one was astounded by 
her beauty. 

The King ’s son had waited till she came, and at once 
took her hand, and she danced with no one but him. 
When others came forward and invited her to dance, 
he said, “This is my partner.” 

At nightfall she wished to leave ; but the Prince went 
after her, hoping to see into what house she went, but 
she sprang out into the garden behind the house. 
There stood a fine big tree on which the most delicious 
pears hung. She climbed up among the branches as 
nimbly as a squirrel, and the Prince could not make out 
what had become of her. 

But he waited till her father came, and then said to 
him, “The unknown maiden has slipped away from 
me, and I think that she has jumped into the pear- 
tree.” 

The father thought, “Can it be Ashenputtel?” And 
he had the ax brought to cut down the tree, but there 
was no one on it. "When they went home and looked 
into the kitchen, there lay Ashenputtel among the cin- 
ders as usual; for she had jumped down on the other 
side of the tree, taken back the beautiful clothes to the 
bird on the hazel-tree, and put on her old gray frock. 

On the third day, when her parents and sisters had 
started, Ashenputtel went again to her mother’s grave, 
and said : 

“Shiver and shake, dear little tree. 

Gold and silver shower on me.” 
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Then the bird threw down a dress which was so mag- 
nificent that no one had ever seen the like before, and 
the slippers were entirely of gold. When she appeared 
at the festival in this attire, they were all speechless 
with astonishment. The Prince danced only with her, 
and if any one else asked her to dance, he said, “This 
is my partner.” 

When night fell and she wanted to leave, the Prince 
was more desirous than ever to accompany her, but she 
darted away from him so quickly that he could not keep 
up with her. But the Prince had used a stratagem, and 
had caused the steps to be covered with cobbler’s wax. 
The consequence was, that as the maiden sprang down 
them, her left slipper remained sticking there. The 
Prince took it up. It was small and dainty, and 
entirely made of gold. 

The next morning he went with it to Ashenputtel’s 
father, and said to him, “No other shall become my 
wife but she whose foot this golden slipper fits.” 

The two sisters were delighted at that, for they both 
had beautiful feet. The eldest went into the room in- 
tending to try on the slipper, and her mother stood be- 
side her. But her great toe prevented her getting it on, 
her foot was too long. 

Then her mother handed her a knife, and said, “Cut 
off the toe ; when you are Queen you won’t have to walk 
any more.” 

The girl cut off her toe, forced her foot into the slip- 
per, stifled her pain, and went out to the Prince. Then 
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he took her up on his horse as his bride, and rode away 
with her. 

However, they had to pass the grave on the way, and 
there sat the two doves on the hazel-tree, and cried : 

“Prithee, look back, prithee, look back, 

There’s blood on the track, 

The shoe is too small, 

At home the true bride is waiting thy call.” 

Then he looked at her foot and saw how the blood 
was streaming from it. So he turned his horse round 
and carried the false bride back to her home, and said 
that she was not the right one ; the second sister must 
try the shoe. 

Then she went into the room, and succeeded in get- 
ting her toes into the shoe, but her heel was too big. 

Then her mother handed her a knife, and said, ‘ ‘ Cut 
a bit off your heel ; when you are Queen you won’t have 
to walk any more. ’ ’ 

The maiden cut a bit off her heel, forced her foot into 
the shoe, stifled her pain, and went out to the Prince. 

Then he took her up on his horse as his bride, and 
rode off with her. 

As they passed the grave, the two doves were sitting 
on the hazel-tree, and crying : 

“Prithee, look back, prithee, look back, 

There’s blood on the track, 

The shoe is too small, 

At home the true bride is waiting thy call.” 

He looked down at her foot and saw that it was 
streaming with blood, and there were deep red spots 
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on her stockings. Then he turned his horse and 
brought the false bride hack to her home. 

“This is not the right one either,” he said. “Have 
you no other daughter?” 

“No,” said the man. “There is only a daughter of 
my late wife ’s, a puny, stunted drudge, but she cannot 
possibly be the bride.” 

The Prince said that she must be sent for. 

But the mother answered, “Oh, no, she is much too 
dirty; she mustn’t be seen on any account.” 

He was, however, absolutely determined to have his 
way, and they were obliged to summon Ashenputtel. 

When she had washed her hands and face, she went 
up and curtsied to the Prince, who handed her the 
golden slipper. 

Then she sat down on a bench, pulled off her wooden 
clog and put on the slipper, which fitted to a nicety. 

And when she stood up and the Prince looked into 
her face, he recognized the beautiful maiden that he 
had danced with, and cried : ‘ ‘ This is the true bride ! ’ ’ 

The stepmother and the two sisters were dismayed 
and turned white with rage; hut he took Ashenputtel 
on his horse and rode off with her. 

As they rode past the hazel-tree the two white doves 
cried : 

“Prithee, look back, prithee, look back, 

No blood's on the track 
The shoe’s not too small, 

You carry the true bride home to your hall.” 

And when they had said this they both came flying 
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down, and settled on Ashenputtel ’s shoulders, one on 
the right, and one on the left, and remained perched 
there. 

When the wedding was going to take place, the two 
false sisters came and wanted to curry favor with her, 
and take part in her good fortune. As the bridal party 
was going to the church, the eldest was on the right 
side, the youngest on the left, and the doves picked out 
one of the eyes of each of them. 

Afterwards, when they were coming out of the 
church, the elder was on the left, the younger on the 
right, and the doves picked out the other eye of each 
of them. And so for their wickedness and falseness 
they were punished with blindness for the rest of their 
days. 
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SNOW-WHITE 


T T was the middle of winter, and the snow-flakes 
■■■ were falling like feathers from the sky, and a queen 
sat at her window working, and her embroidery-frame 
was of ebony. And as she worked, gazing at times out 
on the snow, she pricked her finger, and there fell from 
it three drops of blood on the snow. And when she 
saw how bright and red it looked, she said to herself, 
“Oh, that I had a child as white as snow, as red as 
blood, and as black as the wood of the embroidery 
frame !” 

Not very long after she had a daughter, with a skin 
as white as snow, lips as red as blood, and hair as black 
as ebony, and she was named Snow-white. And when 
she was born the Queen died. 

After a year had gone by the King took another wife, 
a beautiful woman, but proud and overbearing, and 
she could not bear to be surpassed in beauty by any 
one. She had a magic looking-glass, and she used to 
stand before it, and look in it, and say: 

“Looking-glass upon the wall, 

Who is fairest of us all?” 

And the looking-glass would answer: 

“You are fairest of them all.” 

And she was contented, for she knew that the looking- 
glass spoke the truth. 

Now, Snow-white was growing prettier and prettier, 
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and when she was seven years old she was as beautiful 
as day, far more so than the Queen herself. So one day 
when the Queen went to her mirror and said : 

“Looking-glass upon the wall, 

Who is fairest of us all?” 

It answered: 

“Queen, you are full fair, ’tis true, 

But Snow-white fairer is than you.” 

This gave the Queen a great shock, and she became 
yellow and green with envy, and from that hour her 
heart turned against Snow-white, and she hated her. 
And envy and pride like ill weeds grew in her heart 
higher every day, until she had no peace day or night. 
At last she sent for a huntsman, and said: 

“Take the child out into the woods, so that I may 
set eyes on her no more. You must put her to death, 
and bring me her heart for a token.” 

The huntsman consented, and led her away; but when 
he drew his cutlass to pierce Snow-white ’s innocent 
heart, she began to weep, and to say: 

1 1 Oh, dear huntsman, do not take my life ; I will go 
away into the wild wood, and never come home again.” 
And as she was so lovely the huntsman had pity on 
her, and said, 

“Away with you then, poor child”; for he thought 
the wild animals would be sure to devour her, and it 
was as if a stone had been rolled away from his heart 
when he spared to put her to death. Just at that mo- 
ment a young wild boar came running by, so he caught 
and killed it, and taking out its heart, he brought it to 
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the Queen for a token. And it was salted and cooked, 
and the wicked woman ate it up, thinking that there was 
an end of Snow-white. 

Now, when the poor child found herself quite alone 
in the wild woods, she felt full of terror, even of the 
very leaves on the trees, and she did not know what to 
do for fright. Then she began to run over the sharp 
stones and through the thorn hushes, and the wild 
beasts after her, but they did her no harm. She ran 
as long as her feet would carry her; and when the 
evening drew near she came to a little house, and she 
went inside to rest. Everything there was very small, 
but as pretty and clean as possible. There stood the 
little table ready laid, and covered with a white cloth, 
and seven little plates, and seven knives and forks, and 
drinking-cups. By the wall stood seven little beds, 
side by side, covered with clean white quilts. Snow- 
white, being very hungry and thirsty, ate from each 
plate a little porridge and bread, and drank out of each 
little cup a drop of wine, so as not to finish up one por- 
tion alone. After that she felt so tired that she lay 
down on one of the beds, but it did not seem to suit her ; 
one was too long, another too short, but at last the 
seventh was quite right; and so she lay down upon it, 
committed herself to heaven, and fell asleep. 

•When it was quite dark, the masters of the house 
came home. They were seven dwarfs, whose occupa- 
tion was to dig underground among the mountains. 
When they had lighted their seven candles, and it was 
quite light in the little house, they saw that some one 
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must have been in, as everything was not in the same 
order in which they left it. The first said : 

“Who has been sitting in my little chair?” 

The second said : 

“Who has been eating from my little plate?” 

The third said : 

“Who has been taking my little loaf?” 

The fourth said: 

“Who has been tasting my porridge?” 

The fifth said : 

“Who has been using my little fork?” 

The sixth said : 

“Who has been cutting with my little knife?” 

The seventh said : 

* ‘ Who has been drinking from my little cup ? ’ ’ 

Then the first one, looking round, saw a hollow in 
his bed, and cried : 

“Who has been lying on my bed?” 

And the others came running, and cried: 

“Some one has been on our beds too !” 

But when the seventh looked at his bed, he saw little 
Snow-white lying there asleep. Then he told the 
others, who came running up, crying out in their as- 
tonishment, and holding up their seven little candles 
to throw a light upon Snow-white. 

‘ ‘ 0 goodness ! O gracious ! ’ ’ cried they, ‘ ‘ what beau- 
tiful child is this?” and were so full of joy to see her 
that they did not wake her, but let her sleep on. And 
the seventh dwarf slept with his comrades, an hour at 
a time with each, until the night had passed. 
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When it was morning, and Snow-white awoke and 
saw the seven dwarfs, she was very frightened ; but they 
seemed quite friendly, and asked her what her name 
was, and she told them; and then they asked how she 
came to be in their house. And she related to them 
how her step-mother had wished her to be put to death, 
and how the huntsman had spared her life, and how she 
had run the whole day long, until at last she had found 
their little house. Then the dwarfs said : 

“If you will keep our house for us, and cook, and 
wash, and make the beds, and sew and knit, and keep 
everything tidy and clean, you may stay with us, and 
you shall lack nothing.” 

“With all my heart,” said Snow-white; and so she 
stayed, and kept the house in good order. In the 
morning the dwarfs went to the mountain to dig for 
gold ; in the evening they came home, and their supper 
had to be ready for them. All the day long the maiden 
was left alone, and the good little dwarfs warned her, 
saying : 

“Beware of your step-mother, she will soon know 
you are here. Let no one into the house.” 

Now the Queen, having eaten Snow-white’s heart, 
as she supposed, felt quite sure that now she was the 
first and fairest, and so she came to her mirror, and 
said: 

“Looking-glass upon the wall, 

Who is fairest of us all?” 

And the glass answered : 

“Queen, thou art of beauty rare, 
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But Snow-white living in the glen 
With the seven little men 
Is a thousand times more fair.” 

Then she was very angry, for the glass always spoke 
the truth, and she knew that the huntsman must have 
deceived her, and that Snow-white must still he living. 
And she thought and thought how she could manage to 
make an end of her, for as long as she was not the fair- 
est in the land, envy left her no rest. At last she 
thought of a plan; she painted her face and dressed 
herself like an old peddler woman, so that no one would 
have known her. In this disguise she went across the 
seven mountains, until she came to the house of the 
seven little dwarfs, and she knocked at the door and 
cried : 

“Fine wares to sell! fine wares to sell!” 

Snow-white peeped out of the window and cried : 
“Good-day, good woman, what have you to sell?” 
“Good wares, fine wares,” answered she, “laces of 
all colors;” and she held up a piece that was woven of 
variegated silk. 

“I need not be afraid of letting in this good woman,” 
thought Snow-white, and she unbarred the door and 
bought the pretty lace. 

“What a figure you are, child!” said the old woman, 
“come and let me lace you properly for once.” 

Snow-white, suspecting nothing, stood up before her, 
and let her lace her with the new lace; but the old 
woman laced so quick and tight that it took Snow- 
white’s breath away, and she fell down as dead. 
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“Now you have done with being the fairest,” said 
the old woman as she hastened away. 

Not long after that, towards evening, the seven 
dwarfs came home, and were terrified to see their dear 
Snow-white lying on the ground, without life or mo- 
tion; they raised her up, and when they saw how 
tightly she was laced they cut the lace in two ; then she 
began to draw breath, and little by little she returned 
to life. When the dwarfs heard what had happened 
they said: 

“The old peddler woman was no other than the 
wicked queen; you must beware of letting any one in 
when we are not here ! ’ ’ 

And when the wicked woman got home she went to 
her glass and said : 

“Looking-glass against the wall. 

Who is fairest of us all?” 

And it answered as before : 

“Queen, thou art of beauty rare, 

But Snow-white living in the glen 
With the seven little men 
Is a thousand times more fair.” 

When she heard that she was so struck with surprise 
that all the blood left her heart, for she knew that 
Snow-white must still be living. 

“But now,” said she, “I will think of something that 
will be her ruin.” And by 'witchcraft she made a 
poisoned comb. Then she dressed herself up to look 
like another different sort of old woman. So she went 
across the seven mountains and came to the house of 
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the seven dwarfs, and knocked at the door and cried: 
“Good wares to sells good wares to sell !” 
Snow-white looked out and said : 

“Go away, I must not let anybody in.” 

“But you are not forbidden to look,” said the old 
woman, taking out the poisoned comb and holding it up. 
It pleased the poor child so much that she was tempted 
to open the door; and when the bargain was made the 
old woman said : 

“Now, for once your hair shall be properly combed.” 
Poor Snow-white, thinking no harm, let the old 
woman do as she would, but no sooner was the comb put 
in her hair than the poison began to work, and the poor 
girl fell down senseless. 

“Now, you paragon of beauty,” said the wicked 
woman, “this is the end of you,” and went off. By 
good luck it was now near evening, and the seven little 
dwarfs came home. When they saw Snow-white lying 
on the ground as dead, they thought directly that it was 
the step-mother’s doing, and looked about, found the 
poisoned comb, and no sooner had they drawn it out 
of her hair than Snow-white came to herself, and re- 
lated all that had passed. Then they warned her once 
more to be on her guard, and never again to let any one 
in at the door. 

And the Queen went home and stood before the look- 
ing-glass and said : 

“Looking-glass against the wall. 

Who is fairest of us all?” 

And the looking-glass answered as before : 

167 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


“Queen, thou art of beauty rare, 

But Snow-white living in the glen 
With the seven little men 
Is a thousand times more fair.” 

When she heard the looking-glass speak thus she 
trembled and shook with anger. 

“Snow-white shall die,” cried she, “though it should 
cost me my own life ! ’ ’ And then she went to a secret 
lonely chamber, where no one was likely to come, and 
there she made a poisonous apple. It was beautiful to 
look upon, being white with red cheeks, so that any one 
who should see it must long for it, but whoever ate even 
a little bit of it must die. When the apple was ready 
she painted her face and clothed herself like a peasant 
woman, and w r ent across the seven mountains to where 
the seven dwarfs lived. And when she knocked at the 
door Snow-white put her head out of the window and 
said: 

“I dare not let anybody in ; the seven dwarfs told me 
not.” 

“All right,” answered the woman; “I can easily get 
rid of my apples elsewhere. There, I will give you 
one.” 

“No,” answered Snow-white, “I dare not take any- 
thing. ’ ’ 

“Are you afraid of poison?” said the woman, “look 
here, I will cut the apple in two pieces ; you shall have 
the red side, I will have the white one.” 

For the apple was so cunningly made, that all the 
poison was in the rosy half of it. Snow-white longed 
for the beautiful apple, and as she saw the peasant 
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woman eating a piece of it she could no longer refrain, 
but stretched out her hand and took the poisoned half. 
But no sooner had she taken a morsel of it into her 
mouth than she fell to the earth as dead. And the 
Queen, casting on her a terrible glance, laughed aloud 
and cried : 

“As white as snow, as red as blood, as black as 
ebony! this time the dwarfs will not be able to bring 
you to life again.” 

And when she went home and asked the looking- 
glass : 

“Looking-glass against the wall. 

Who is fairest of us all 

at last it answered : 

“You are the fairest now of all.” 

Then her envious heart had peace, as much as an 
envious heart can have. 

The dwarfs, when they came home in the evening, 
found Snow-white lying on the ground, and there came 
no breath out of her mouth, and she was dead. They 
lifted her up, sought if anything poisonous was to be 
found, cut her laces, combed her hair, washed her with 
water and wine, but all was of no avail, the poor child 
was dead, and remained dead. Then they laid her on 
a bier, and sat all seven of them around it, and wept 
and lamented three whole days. And then they would 
have buried her, but that she looked still as if she were 
living, with her beautiful blooming cheeks. So they 
said: 

“We cannot hide her away in the black ground.” 
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And they had made a coffin of clear glass, so as to be 
looked into from all sides, and they laid her in it, and 
wrote in golden letters upon it her name, and that she 
was a king’s daughter. Then they set the coffin out 
upon the mountain, and one of them always remained 
by it to watch. And the birds came too, and mourned 
for Snow-white, first an owl, then a raven, and lastly, 
a dove. 

Now, for a long while Snow-white lay in the coffin 
and never changed, but looked as if she were asleep, 
for she was still as white as snow, as red as blood, and 
her hair was as black as ebony. It happened, however, 
that one day a king’s son rode through the wood and 
up to the dwarfs’ house, which was near it. He saw on 
the mountain the coffin, and beautiful Snow-white 
within it, and he read what was written in golden let- 
ters upon it. Then he said to the dwarfs : 

“Let me have the coffin, and I will give you what- 
ever you like to ask for it. ’ ’ 

But the dwarfs told him that they could not part with 
it for all the gold in the world. But he said : 

“I beseech you to give it me, for I cannot live with- 
out looking upon Snow-white; if you consent I will 
bring you to great honor, and care for you as if you 
were my brethren.” 

When he so spoke the good little dwarfs had pity 
upon him and gave him the coffin, and the King’s son 
called his servants and bid them carry it away on their 
shoulders. Now it happened that as they were going 
along they stumbled over a bush, and with the shak- 
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ing the bit of poisoned apple flew out of her throat. It 
was not long before she opened her eyes, threw up the 
cover of the coffin, and sat up, alive and well. 

* * Oh dear ! where am I?” cried she. The King ’s son 
answered, full of joy, “You are near me,” and, relating 
all that had happened, he said : 

“I would rather have you than anything in the 
world; come with me to my father’s castle and you 
shall be my bride.” 

And Snow-white was kind, and went with him, and 
their wedding was held with pomp and great splendor. 

But Snow-white ’s wicked step-mother was also hid- 
den to the feast, and when she had dressed herself in 
beautiful clothes she went to her looking-glass and 
said: 

“Looking-glas:, upon the wall, 

Who is fairest of us all?” 

The looking-glass answered : 

“0 Queen, although you are of beauty rare, 

The young bride is a thousand times more fair.” 

Then she railed and cursed, and was beside herself 
with disappointment and anger. First she thought she 
would not go to the wedding; but then she felt she 
should have no peace until she went and saw the bride. 
And when she saw her she knew her for Snow-white, 
and could not stir from the place for anger and terror. 
For they had ready red-hot iron shoes, in which she had 
to dance until she fell down dead. 
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THE LADY AND THE LION 


T^HEKE was once a man who liad to take a long 
journey, and when he was saying good-by to his 
daughters he asked what he should bring back to them. 

The eldest wanted pearls, the second diamonds, but 
the third said, “Dear father, I should like a singing, 
soaring lark.” 

The father said, “Very well, if I can manage it, you 
shall have it” ; and he kissed all three and set off. He 
bought pearls and diamonds for the two eldest, but he 
had searched everywhere in vain for the singing, soar- 
ing lark, and this worried him, for his youngest daugh- 
ter was his favorite child. 

Once his way led through a wood, in the midst of 
which was a splendid castle ; near it stood a tree, and 
right up at the top he saw a lark singing and soaring. 
“Ah,” he said, “I have come across you in the nick 
of time”; and he called to his servant to dismount and 
catch the little creature. But as he approached the 
tree a lion sprang out from underneath, and shook him- 
self, and roared so that the leaves on the tree trembled. 

“Who dares to steal my lark?” said he. “I will 
eat up the thief!” 

Then the man said, “I didn’t know that the bird was 
yours. I will make up for my fault by paying a heavy 
ransom. Only spare my life.” 

But the lion said, “Nothing can save you, unless you 
promise to give me whatever first meets you when you 
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get home. If you consent, I will give you your life and 
the bird into the bargain.” 

But the man hesitated, and said, “Suppose my 
youngest and favorite daughter were to come running 
to meet me when I go home ! ’ ’ 

But the servant was afraid, and said, “Your daugh- 
ter will not necessarily be the first to come to meet you ; 
it might just as well be a cat or a dog.” 

So the man let himself be persuaded, took the lark, 
and promised to the lion for his own whatever first met 
him on his return home. When he reached home, and 
entered his house, the first person who met him was 
none other than his youngest daughter; she came run- 
ning up and kissed and caressed him, and when she saw 
that he had brought the singing, soaring lark, she was 
beside herself with joy. But her father could not re- 
joice; he began to cry, and said, “My dear child, it has 
cost me dear, for I have had to promise you to a lion 
who will tear you in pieces when he has you in his 
power.” And he told her all that had happened, and 
begged her not to go, come what might. 

But she consoled him, saying, “Dear father, what 
you have promised must be performed. I will go and 
will soon soften the lion’s heart, so that I shall come 
back safe and sound.” The next morning the way was 
shown to her, and she ^aid good-by and went confidently 
into the forest. 

Now' the lion was an enchanted prince, who was a 
lion by day, and all his followers were lions too; but 
by night they reassumed their human form. On her 
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arrival she was kindly received, and conducted to the 
castle. When night fell, the lion turned into a hand- 
some man, and their wedding was celebrated with due 
magnificence. And they lived happily together, sitting 
up at night and sleeping by day. One day he came to 
her and said, “To-morrow there is a festival at your 
father’s house to celebrate your eldest sister’s wed- 
ding; if you would like to go my lions shall escort you.” 

She answered that she was very eager to see her 
father again, so she went away accompanied by the 
lions. 

There was great rejoicing on her coming, for they 
all thought that she had been torn to pieces and had 
long been dead. 

But she told them what a handsome husband she had 
and how well she fared; and she stayed with them as 
long as the wedding festivities lasted. Then she went 
back again into the wood. 

When the second daughter married, and the young- 
est was again invited to the wedding, she said to the 
lion, “This time I will not go alone, you must come 
too.” 

But the lion said it would be too dangerous, for if a 
gleam of light touched him he would be changed into 
a dove and would have to fly about for seven years. 

“Ah,” said she, “only go with me, and I will protect 
you and keep off every ray of light.” 

So they went away together, and took their little 
child with them too. They had a hall built with such 
thick walls that no ray could penetrate, and thither the 
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lion was to retire when the wedding torches were 
kindled. But the door was made of fresh wood which 
split and caused a little crack which no one no- 
ticed. 

Now the wedding was celebrated with great splen- 
dor. But when the procession came back from church 
with a large number of torches and lights, a ray of 
light no broader than a hair fell upon the Prince, and 
the minute this ray touched him he was changed; and 
when his wife came in and looked for him, she saw 
nothing hut a white dove sitting there. The dove said 
to her, “For seven years I must fly about the world; 
every seventh step I will let fall a drop of blood and a 
white feather which will show you the way, and if you 
will follow the track you can free me.” 

Thereupon the dove flew out of the door, and she 
followed it, and every seventh step it let fall a drop 
of blood and a little white feather to show her the way. 
So she wandered about the world, and never rested till 
the seven years were nearly passed. Then she re- 
joiced, thinking that she would soon be free of her 
troubles; but she was still far from release. One day 
as they were journeying on in the accustomed way, the 
feather and the drop of blood ceased falling, and when 
she looked up the dove had vanished. 

“Man cannot help me, ’ ’ she thought. So she climbed 
up to the sun and said to it, “You shine upon all the 
valleys and mountain peaks, have you not seen a white 
dove flying by?” 

“No,” said the sun, “I have not seen one; but I will 
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give you a little casket. Open it when you are in dire 
need.” 

She thanked the sun, and went on till night, when 
the moon shone out. “You shine all night,” she said, 

‘ 1 over field and forest, have you seen a white dove fly- 
ing by?” 

“No,” answered the moon, “I have seen none; hut 
here is an egg. Break it when you are in great need. ’ ’ 

She thanked the moon, and went on till the night 
wind blew upon her. “You blow among all the trees 
and leaves, have not you seen a white dove?” she 
asked. 

“No,” said the night wind, “I have not seen one; but 
I will ask the other three winds, who may, perhaps, 
have seen it. ’ ’ 

The east wind and the west wind came, hut they had 
seen no dove. Only the south wind said, “I have seen 
the white dove. It has flown away to the Bed Sea, 
wdiere it has again become a lion, since the seven years 
are over; and the lion is ever fighting with a dragon 
who is an enchanted princess.” 

Then the night wind said, “I will advise you. Go 
to the Bed Sea, you will find tall reeds growing on the 
right bank; count them, and cut down the eleventh, 
strike the dragon with it and then the lion will be able 
to master it, and both will regain human shape. Next, 
look round, and you will see the winged griffin, who 
dwells by the Bed Sea, leap upon its back with your 
beloved, and it will carry you across the sea. Here is 
a nut. Drop it when you come to mid-ocean; it will 
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open immediately and a tall nut-tree will grow up out 
of the water, on which the griffin will settle. Could it 
not rest, it would not be strong enough to carry you 
across, and if you forget to drop the nut, it will let you 
fall into the sea. ’ ’ 

Then she journeyed on, and found everything as the 
night wind had said. She counted the reeds by the 
sea and cut off the eleventh, struck the dragon with 
it, and the lion mastered it ; immediately both regained 
human form. But when the Princess who had been a 
dragon was free from enchantment, she took the Prince 
in her arms, seated herself on the griffin’s back, and 
carried him off. And the poor wanderer, again for- 
saken, sat down and cried. At last she took courage 
and said to herself : ‘ ‘ Wherever the winds blow, I will 

go, and as long as cocks crow, I will search till I find 
him. ’ ’ 

So she went on a long, long way, till she came to the 
castle where the Prince and Princess were living. 
There she heard that there was to be a festival to cele- 
brate their wedding. Then she said to herself, 
“Heaven help me,” and she opened the casket which 
the sun had given her; inside it was a dress, as bril- 
liant as the sun itself. She took it out, put it on, and 
went into the castle, where every one, including the 
bride, looked at her with amazement. The dress 
pleased the bride so much that she asked if it was to be 
bought. 

“Not with gold or goods,” she answered; “but with 
flesh and blood.” 
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The bride asked what she meant, and she answered, 
“Let me speak with the bridegroom in his chamber to- 
night.” 

The bride refused. However, she wanted the dress 
so much that at last she consented; but the chamber- 
lain was ordered to give the Prince a sleeping draught. 

At night, when the Prince was asleep, she was taken 
to his room. She sat down and said: “For seven 
years I have followed you. I have been to the sun, and 
the moon, and the four winds to look for you. I have 
helped you against the dragon, and will you now quite 
forget me?” 

But the Prince slept so soundly that he thought it 
was only the rustling of the wind among the pine-trees. 
When morning came she was taken away, and had to 
give up the dress ; and as it had not helped her she was 
very sad, and went out into a meadow and cried. As 
she was sitting there, she remembered the egg which 
the moon had given her; she broke it open, and out 
came a hen and twelve chickens, all of gold, who ran 
about chirping, and then crept back under their 
mother’s wings. A prettier sight could not be seen. 
She got up and drove them about the meadow, till the 
bride saw them from the window. The chickens 
pleased her so much that she asked if they were for 
sale. “Not for gold and goods, but for flesh and blood. 
Let me speak with the bridegroom in his chamber once 
more.” 

The bride said “Tes,” intending to deceive her as 
before ; but when the Prince went to his room he asked 
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the chamberlain what all the murmuring and rustling 
in the night meant. Then the chamberlain told him 
how he had been ordered to give him a sleeping draught 
because a poor girl had been concealed in his room, and 
that night he was to do the same again. “Pour out the 
drink, and put it near my bed,” said the Prince. At 
night she was brought in again, and when she began 
to relate her sad fortunes he recognized the voice of his 
dear wife, sprang up, and said, “Now I am really free 
for the first time. All has been as a dream, for the 
foreign princess cast a spell over me so that I was 
forced to forget you ; but heaven in a happy hour has 
taken away my blindness.” 

Then they both stole out of the castle, for they feared 
the Princess ’s father, because he was a sorcerer. They 
mounted the griffin, who bore them over the Red Sea, 
and when they got to mid-ocean, she dropped the nut. 
On the spot a fine nut-tree sprang up, on which the 
bird rested ; then it took them home, where they found 
their child grown tall and beautiful, and they lived hap- 
pily till the end. 
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THE RAVEN 


T HERE was once a queen wlio had a little daughter 
still in arms. 

One day the child was naughty, and would not be 
quiet, whatever her mother might say. 

So she grew impatient, and as the ravens were flying 
round the castle, she opened the window, and said: 
“I wish you were a raven, that you might fly away, and 
then I should have peace.” 

She had hardly said the words, when the child was 
changed into a raven, and flew out of the window. 

She flew straight into a dark wood, and her parents 
did not know what had become of her. 

One day a man was passing through this wood and 
heard the raven calling. 

When he was near enough, the raven said : “I am a 

princess by birth, and I am bewitched, but you can de- 
liver me from the spell.” 

“What must I do?” asked he. 

“Go further into the wood,” she said, “and you will 
come to a house with an old woman in it, who will offer 
you food and drink. But you must not take any. If 
you eat or drink what she offers you, you will fall into 
a deep sleep, and then you will never be able to deliver 
me. There is a great heap of tan in the garden behind 
the house; you must stand on it and wait for me. I 
will come for three days in a coach drawn by four 
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horses which, on the first day, will be white, on the 
second, chestnut, and on the last, black. If you are not, 
awake, I shall not be delivered.” 

The man promised to do everything that she asked. 
But the raven said : “Alas! I know that you will 

not deliver me. You will take what the woman offers 
you, and I shall never be freed from the spell.” 

He promised once more not to touch either the food 
or the drink. But when he reached the house, the old 
woman said to him : ‘ ‘ Poor man ! How tired you are. 

Come and refi’esh yourself. Eat and drink.” 

“No,” said the man; “I will neither eat nor drink.” 
But she persisted, and said: “Well, if you won’t 
eat, take a sip out of the glass. One sip is nothing.” 
Then he yielded, and took a little sip. 

About two o’clock he went down into the garden, and 
stood on the tan-heap to wait for the raven. All at 
once he became so tired that he could not keep on his 
feet, and lay down for a moment, not meaning to go to 
sleep. But he had hardly stretched himself out, before 
his eyelids closed, and he fell fast asleep. He slept so 
soundly, that nothing in the world could have awakened 
him. 

At two o’clock the raven came, drawn by her four 
white horses. But she was already very sad, for she 
said: “I know he is asleep.” 

She alighted from the carriage, went to him, shook 
him, and called him, but he did not wake. 

Next day at dinner-time the old woman came again, 
and brought him food and drink ; but again he refused 
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to touch it. But she left him no peace, till at last she 
induced him to take a sip from the glass. 

Towards two o’clock he again went into the garden, 
and stood on the tan-heap, meaning to wait for the 
raven. But he suddenly became so tired, that he sank 
down and fell into a deep sleep. 

When the raven drove up with her chestnut horses, 
she was very mournful, and said: “I know he is 
asleep.” 

She went to him, hut he was fast asleep, and she 
could not wake him. 

Next day the old woman said: “What is the mean- 
ing of this? If you don’t eat or drink you will die.” 

He said: “I must not, and I will not either eat or 
drink.” 

She put the dish of food and the glass of wine before 
him, and when the scent of the wine reached him, he 
could withstand it no longer, and took a good draught. 

When the time came he went into the garden and 
stood on the tan-heap and waited for the raven. But 
he was more tired than ever, lay down and slept like 
a log. 

At two o’clock the raven came, drawn by four black 
horses, the coach and everything about it was black. 
She herself was in the deepest mourning, and said: 
“Alas! I know he is asleep.” 

She shook him, and called him, but she could not 
wake him. 

Finding her efforts in vain, she placed a loaf beside 
him, a piece of meat, and a bottle of wine. Then she 
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took a golden ring on which her name was engraved, 
and put it on his finger. Lastly, she laid a letter by 
him, saying that the bread, the meat, and the wine were 
inexhaustible. She also said — 

“I see that you cannot deliver me here, but if you 
still wish to do so, come to the Golden Castle of Strom- 
berg. I know that it is still in your power.” 

Then she seated herself in her coach again, and drove 
to the Golden Castle of Stromberg. 

When the man woke and found that he had been 
asleep, his heart grew heavy, and he said: “She cer- 
tainly must have passed, and I have not delivered her.” 
Then his eyes fell on the things lying by him, and he 
read the letter which told him all that had occurred. 

So he got up and went away to find the Golden Castle 
of Stromberg, but he had no idea where to find it. 

When he had wandered about for a long time he came 
to a dark wood whence he could not find his way out. 

After walking about in it for a fortnight, he lay down 
one night under a bush to sleep, for he was very tired. 
But he heard such lamentations and howling that he 
could not go to sleep. 

Then he saw a light glimmering in the distance and 
went towards it. When he reached it, he found that 
it came from a house which looked very tiny because 
a huge giant was standing at the door. 

He thought: “If I go in and the giant sees me, I 
shan’t escape with my life.” 

But at last he ventured to go forward. 

When the giant saw him, he said : “ It ’s a good thing 
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you have appeared. I have had nothing to eat for an 
age. I will just swallow you for my supper.” 

“You had better let me alone,” said the man. “I 
shan’t let myself be swallowed in a hurry. If you only 
want something to eat, I have plenty here to satisfy 
you.” 

“If you are speaking the truth,” said the giant, 
“you may be quite easy. I was only going to eat you 
because I had nothing else.” 

Then they went in and sat down at the table, and the 
man produced the bread, the meat, and the wine, which 
were inexhaustible. 

“This just suits me,” said the giant. And he ate 
as much as ever he could. 

The man said to him: “Can’t you tell me where to 
find the Golden Castle?” 

The giant said: “I will look at my map. Every 

town, village, and house is marked upon it.” 

He fetched the map, but the castle was not to be 
found. 

“It doesn’t matter,” he said. “I have a bigger map 
upstairs in my chest; we will look for it there.” 

At last the Golden Castle was discovered, but it was 
many thousand of miles away. 

“How am I ever to get there?” asked the man. 

The giant said : “I have a couple of hours to spare. 
I will carry you near it. But then I must come back to 
look after my wife and child.” 

Then the giant transported him to within a hundred 
miles of the castle, and said: “You will be able to 
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find your way from liere alone.” Then he went back; 
and the man went on, till at last he came to the Golden 
Castle. 

It stood on a mountain of glass, and the bewitched 
maiden drove round and round it every day in her 
coach. 

He was delighted to see her again, and w T anted to go 
to her at once. But when he tried to climb the moun- 
tain, he found it was so slippery, that he slid back at 
every step. 

When he found he could not reach her, he grew very 
sad, and said to himself: “I will stay down here and 

wait for her.” 

So he built himself a little hut, and lived in it for a 
whole year. He could see the Princess above, driving 
round the castle every day, but he could never get to 
her. 

Then one day he saw three robbers fighting, and 
called out to them : ‘ ‘ G od be with you ! ’ ’ 

They stopped at the sound of his voice, but, seeing 
nothing, they began to fight again. 

Then he cried again: “God be with you!” 

They stopped and looked about, but, seeing no one, 
went on fighting. 

Then he cried for the third time: “God be with 
you!” 

Again they stopped and looked about, but, as there 
was no one visible, they fell to more savagely than ever. 

He said to himself: “I must go and see what it is 
all about.” 
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He went up and asked them why they were fight- 
ing. 

One of them said he had found a stick which made 
any door fly open which it touched. 

The second said he had found a cloak which made 
him invisible when he wore it. 

The third said he had caught a horse which could go 
anywhere, even up the mountain of glass. 

They could not decide whether these things should be 
common property or whether they should divide them. 

Then said the man : “I will exchange them with you 
if you like. I have no money, but I have something 
more valuable. First, however, I must test your 
things to see if you are speaking the truth.” 

They let him get onto the horse, put on the cloak, 
and take the stick in his hand. When he had got them 
all, he was nowhere to be seen. 

Then he gave them each a sound drubbing, and said : 
“There, you have your deserts, you bears. You may 
be satisfied with that.” 

Then he rode up the glass mountain, and when he 
reached the castle he found the gate was shut. He 
touched it with his stick and it flew open. 

He went in and straight up the stairs into the gal- 
lery where the maiden sat with a golden cup of wine 
before her. 

But she could not see him because he had the 
cloak on. 

He took the ring she had given him, and dropped it 
into the cup, where it fell with a clink. 
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She cried: “That is my ring. The man who is to 
deliver me must be here. ’ ’ 

They searched for him all over the castle, but could 
not find him, for he had gone outside, taken off the 
cloak, and mounted his horse. 

When the people came to the gate and saw him, they 
raised cries of joy. 

He dismounted and took the Princess in his arms. 
She kissed him, and said: “Now you have delivered 
me, and to-morrow we will celehrate our marriage. ’ ’ 


\ 
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THE GALLANT TAILOR 


O NE summer morning a little tailor was sitting on 
his board near the window, and working cheer- 
fully with all his might, when an old woman came down 
the street crying : 

“Good jelly to sell! good jelly to sell!” 

The cry sounded pleasant in the little tailor’s ears, 
so he put his head out of the window, and called out : 
“Here, my good woman — come here, if you want a 
customer.” 

So the poor woman climbed the steps with her heavy 
basket, and was obliged to unpack and display all her 
pots to the tailor. He looked at every one of them, and 
lifting all the lids, applied his nose to each, and said 
at last : 

“The jelly seems pretty good ; you may weigh me out 
four half ounces, or I don’t mind having a quarter of 
a pound.” 

The woman, who had expected to find a good cus- 
tomer, gave him what he asked for, but went off angry 
and grumbling. 

“This jelly is the very thing for me,” cried the little 
tailor; “it will give me strength and cunning”; and he 
took down the bread from the cupboard, cut a whole 
round of the loaf, and spread the jelly on it, laid it near 
him, and went on stitching more gallantly than ever. 
All the while the scent of the sweet jelly was spreading 
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throughout the room, where there were quantities of 
flies, who were attracted by it and flew to partake. 

“Now, then, who asked you to come!” said the tailor, 
and drove the unbidden guests away. But the flies, not 
understanding his language, were not to be got rid of 
like that, and returned in larger numbers than before. 
Then the tailor, not being able to stand it any longer, 
took from his chimney-corner a ragged cloth, and 
saying, 

“Now, I’ll let you have it!’’ beat it among them un- 
mercifully. When he ceased, and counted the slain, he 
found seven lying dead before him. 

“This is indeed somewhat,’’ he said, wondering at 
his own gallantry; “the whole town shall know 
this.” 

So he hastened to cut out a belt, and he stitched it, 
and put on it in large capitals “Seven at one blow !” 

“ — The town, did I say!” said the little tailor; “the 
whole world shall know it!” And his heart quivered 
with joy, like a lamb’s tail. 

The tailor fastened the belt round him, and began to 
think of going out into the world, for his workshop 
seemed too small for his worship. So he looked about 
in all the house for something that would be useful 
to take with him, but he found nothing but an old 
cheese, which he put in his pocket. Outside the door 
he noticed that a bird had got caught in the bushes, so 
he took that and put it in his pocket with the cheese. 
Then he set out gallantly on his way, and as he was 
light and active he felt no fatigue. The way led over 
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a mountain, and when, he reached the topmost peak he 
saw a terrible giant sitting there, and looking about 
him at his ease. The tailor went bravely up to him, 
called out to him, and said, 

“Comrade, good day! there you sit looking over the 
wide world ! I am on the way thither to seek my for- 
tune: have you a fancy to go with me?” 

The giant looked at the tailor contemptuously, and 
said: 

“You little rascal ! you miserable fellow !” 

“That may be!” answered the little tailor, and un- 
doing his coat he showed the giant his belt; “you can 
read there whether I am a man or not!” 

The giant read: “Seven at one blow!” and think- 
ing it meant men that the tailor had killed, felt at once 
more respect for the little fellow. But as he wanted to 
prove him, he took up a stone and squeezed it so hard 
that water came out of it. 

“Now you can do that,” said the giant, — “that is, if 
you have the strength for it.” 

“That’s not much,” said the little tailor, “I call that 
play,” and he put his hand in his pocket and took out 
the cheese and squeezed it, so that the whey ran out 
of it. 

“Well,” said he, “what do you think of that?” 

The giant did not know what to say to it, for he 
could not have believed it of the little man. Then the 
giant took up a stone and threw it so high that it was 
nearly out of sight. 

“Now, little fellow, suppose you do that!” 
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“Well thrown,” said the tailor; “but the stone fell 
back to earth again, — I will throw you one that will 
never come hack. ” So he felt in his pocket, took out 
the bird, and threw it into the air. And the bird, when 
it found itself at liberty, took wing, flew off, and re- 
turned no more. 

“What do you think of that, comrade?” asked the 
tailor. 

“There is no doubt that you can throw,” said the 
giant; “but we will see if you can carry.” 

He led the little tailor to a mighty oak-tree which 
had been felled, and was lying on the ground, and said : 
“Now, if you are strong enough, help me to carry 
this tree out of the wood.” 

“Willingly,” answered the little man; “you take the 
trunk on your shoulders, I will take the branches with 
all their foliage, that is much the most difficult.” 

So the giant took the trunk on his shoulders, and the 
tailor seated himself on a branch, and the giant, who 
could not see what he was doing, had the whole tree to 
carry, and the little man on it as well. And the little 
man was very cheerful and merry, and whistled the 
tune: “There ivere three tailors riding by,” as if 
carrying the tree was mere child’s play. The giant, 
when he had struggled on under his heavy load a part 
of the way, was tired out, and cried : 

“Look here, I must let go the tree!” 

The tailor jumped off quickly, and taking hold of 
the tree with both arms, as if he were carrying it, said 
to the giant : 


191 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


“You see you can’t carry the tree though you are 
such a big fellow!” 

They went on together a little farther, and presently 
they came to a cherry-tree, and the giant took hold of 
the topmost branches, where the ripest fruit hung, and 
pulling them downwards, gave them to the tailor to 
hold, bidding him eat. But the little tailor was much 
too weak to hold the tree, and as the giant let go, the tree 
sprang back, and the tailor was caught up into the air. 
And when he dropped down again without any damage, 
the giant said to him, 

“How is this? Haven’t you strength enough to hold 
such a weak sprig as that?” 

“It is not strength that is lacking,” answered the lit- 
tle tailor ; ‘ ‘how should it to one who has slain seven 
at one blow ! I just jumped over the tree because the 
hunters are shooting down there in the bushes. You 
jump it too, if you can.” 

The giant made the attempt, and not being able to 
vault the tree, he remained hanging in the branches, so 
that once more the little tailor got the better of him. 
Then said the giant : 

“As you are such a gallant fellow, suppose you come 
with me to our den, and stay the night.” 

The tailor was quite willing, and he followed him. 
When they reached the den there sat some other giants 
by the fire, and all gladly welcomed him. The little 
tailor looked round and thought : 

“There is more elbow-room here than in my work- 
shop.” 
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And the giant showed him a bed, and told him he 
had better lie down upon it and go to sleep. The bed 
was, however, too big for the tailor, so he did not stay 
in it, but crept into a corner to sleep. As soon as it 
was midnight the giant got up, took a great staff of 
iron and beat the bed through with one stroke, and 
supposed he had made an end of that grasshopper of a 
tailor. Very early in the morning the giants went into 
the wood and forgot all about the little tailor, and when 
they saw him coming after them alive and merry, they 
were terribly frightened, and, thinking he was going to 
kill them, they ran away in all haste. 

So the little tailor marched on, always following his 
nose. And after he had gone a great way he entered 
the courtyard belonging to a king’s palace, and there 
he felt so overpowered with fatigue that he lay down 
and fell asleep. In the meanwhile came various peo- 
ple, who looked at him very curiously, and read on his 
belt, “Seven at one blow!” 

“Oh!” said they, “why should this great lord come 
here in time of peace? "What a mighty champion he 
must be.” 

Then they went and told the King about him, and 
they thought that if war should break out what a 
worthy and useful man he would be, and that he ought 
not to be allowed to depart at any price. The King 
then summoned his council, and sent one of his court- 
iers to the little tailor to beg him, so soon as he should 
wake up, to consent to serve in the King’s army. So 
the messenger stood and waited at the sleeper’s side 
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until Lis limbs began to stretch, and bis eyes to open, 
and then be carried bis answer back. And tbe answer 
was: 

“That was the reason for which I came,” said tbe 
little tailor. “I am ready to enter tbe King’s service.” 

So be was received into it very honorably, and a sepa- 
rate dwelling set apart for him. 

But tbe rest of tbe soldiers were very much set 
against tbe little tailor, and they wished him a thou- 
sand miles away. 

“What shall be done about it?” they said among 
themselves; “if we pick a quarrel and fight with him 
then seven of us will fall at each blow. That will be 
of no good to us.” 

So they came to a resolution, and went all together 
to tbe King to ask for their discharge. 

“We never intended,” said they, “to serve with a 
man who kills seven at a blow.” 

Tbe King felt sorry to lose all his faithful servants 
because of one man, and be wished that be bad never 
seen him, and would willingly get rid of him if be might. 
But be did not dare to dismiss tbe little tailor for fear 
be should kill all tbe King’s people, and place himself 
upon tbe throne. He thought a long while about it, 
and at last made up bis mind what to do. He sent for 
tbe little tailor, and told him that as be was so great a 
warrior be bad a proposal to make to him. He told 
him that in a wood in his dominions dwelt two giants, 
who did great damage by robbery, murder, and fire, and 
that no man durst go near them for fear of bis life. 
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But that if the tailor should overcome and slay both 
these giants the King would give him his only daugh- 
ter in marriage, and half his kingdom as dowry, and 
that a hundred horsemen should go with him to give 
him assistance. 

“That would he something for a man like me!” 
thought the little tailor, “a beautiful princess and half 
a kingdom are not to be had every day,” and he said 
to the King : 

“Oh, yes, I can soon overcome the giants, and yet 
have no need of the hundred horsemen ; he who can kill 
seven at one blow has no need to be afraid of two.” 

So the little tailor set out, and the hundred horsemen 
followed him. When he came to the border of the 
wood he said to his escort : 

“Stay here while I go to attack the giants.” 

Then he sprang into the wood, and looked about him 
right and left. After a while he caught sight of the 
two giants ; they were lying down under a tree asleep, 
and snoring so that all the branches shook. The little 
tailor, all alive, filled both his pockets with stones and 
climbed up into the tree, and made his way to an over- 
hanging bough, so that he could seat himself just above 
the sleepers ; and from there he let one stone after an- 
other fall on the chest of one of the giants. For a long 
time the giant was quite unaware of this, but at last 
he waked up and pushed his comrade, and said : 

“What are you hitting me for?” 

“You are dreaming,” said the other, “I am not 
touching you.” And they composed themselves again 
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to sleep, and tlie tailor let fall a stone on the other 
giant. 

‘ ‘ What can that he ? ” cried he. ‘ 1 What are you cast- 
ing at me?” 

“I am casting nothing at you,” answered the first, 
grumbling. 

They disputed about it for a while, but as they were 
tired, they gave it up at last, and their eyes closed once 
more. Then the little tailor began his game anew, 
picked out a heavier stone and threw it down with force 
upon the first giant’s chest. 

‘ ‘ This is too much ! ’ ’ cried he, and sprang up like a 
madman and struck his companion such a blow that the 
tree shook above them. The other paid him back with 
ready coin, and they fought with such fury that they 
tore up trees by their roots to use for weapons against 
each other, so that at last they both of them lay dead 
upon the ground. And now the little tailor got down. 

“Another piece of luck!” said he, — “that the tree I 
was sitting in did not get torn up too, or else I should 
have had to jump like a squirrel from one tree to an- 
other. ’ ’ 

Then he drew his sword and gave each of the giants 
a few hacks in the breast, and went back to the horse- 
men and said, 

“The deed is done, I have made an end of both of 
them: but it went hard with me, in the struggle they 
rooted up trees to defend themselves, but it was of no 
use, they had to do with a man who can kill seven at 
one blow.” 
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“Then are you not wounded?” asked the horsemen. 

“Nothing of the sort!” answered the tailor, “I have 
not turned a hair.” 

The horsemen still would not believe it, and rode into 
the wood to see, and there they found the giants wal- 
lowing in their blood, and all about them lying the up- 
rooted trees. 

The little tailor then claimed the promised boon, but 
the King repented him of his offer, and he sought again 
how to rid himself of the hero. 

“Before you can possess my daughter and the half 
of my kingdom,” said he to the tailor, “you must per- 
form another heroic act. In the wood lives a unicorn 
who does great damage; you must secure him.” 

“A unicorn does not strike more terror into me than 
two giants. Seven at one blow! — that is my way,” 
was the tailor’s answer. 

So, taking a rope and an ax with him, he went out 
into the wood, and told those who were ordered to at- 
tend him to wait outside. He had not far to seek, the 
unicorn soon came out and sprang at him, as if he 
would make an end of him without delay. “Softly, 
softly,” said he, “most haste, worst speed,” and re- 
mained standing until the animal came quite near, then 
he slipped quietly behind a tree. The unicorn ran with 
all his might against the tree and stuck his horn so deep 
into the trunk that he could not get it out again, and so 
was taken. 

“Now I have you,” said the tailor, coming out from 
behind the tree, and, putting the rope round the uni- 

197 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


corn’s neck, he took the ax, set free the horn, and when 
all his party were assembled he led forth the animal and 
brought it to the King. 

The King did not yet wish to give him the promised 
reward, and set him a third task to do. Before the 
wedding could take place the tailor was to secure a 
wild boar which had done a great deal of damage in the 
wood. 

The huntsmen were to accompany him. 

“All right,” said the tailor, “this is child’s play.” 

But he did not take the huntsmen into the wood, and 
they were all the better pleased, for the wild boar had 
many a time before received them in such a way that 
they had no fancy to disturb him. When the boar 
caught sight of the tailor he ran at him with foaming 
mouth and gleaming tusks to bear him to the ground, 
but the nimble hero rushed into a chapel which chanced 
to be near, and jumped quickly out of a window on the 
other side. The boar ran after him, and when he got 
inside the door shut after him, and there he was im- 
prisoned, for the creature was too big and unwieldy to 
jump out of the window too. Then the little tailor 
called the huntsmen that they might see the prisoner 
with their own eyes ; and then he betook himself to the 
King, who now, whether he liked it or not, was obliged 
to fulfill his promise, and give him his daughter and 
the half of his kingdom. But if he had known that the 
great warrior was only a little tailor he would have 
taken it still more to heart. So the wedding was cele- 
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brated with great splendor and little joy, and the 
tailor was made into a king. 

One night the young queen heard her husband talk- 
ing in his sleep and saying, 

“Now, hoy, make me that waistcoat and patch me 
those breeches, or I will lay my yard measure about 
your shoulders!” 

And so, as she perceived of what low birth her hus- 
band was, she went to her father the next morning and 
told him all, and begged him to set her free from a man 
who was nothing better than a tailor. The King bade 
her be comforted, saying, 

“To-night leave your bedroom door open, my guard 
shall stand outside, and when he is asleep they shall 
come in and bind him and carry him off to a ship, and 
he shall be sent to the other side of the world. ’ ’ 

So the wife felt consoled, but the King’s water- 
bearer, who had been listening all the while, went to the 
little tailor and disclosed to him the whole plan. 

‘ ‘ I shall put a stop to all this, ’ ’ said he. 

At night he lay down as usual in bed, and when his 
wife thought that he was asleep, she got up, opened 
the door and lay down again. The little tailor, who 
only made believe to be asleep, began to murmur 
plainly. 

“Now, boy, make me that waistcoat and patch me 
those breeches, or I will lay my yard measure about 
your shoulders ! I have slain seven at one blow, killed 
two giants, caught a unicorn, and taken a wild boar, 
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and shall I be afraid of those who are standing outside 
my room door?” 

And when they heard the tailor say this, a great fear 
seized them; they fled away as if they had been wild 
hares, and none of them would venture to attack him. 

And so the little tailor all his lifetime remained a 
king. 
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rp HERE was once a man who had three sons. The 
youngest of them was called Simpleton; he was 
scorned and despised by the others, and kept in the 
background. 

The eldest son was going into the forest to cut wood, 
and before he started, his mother gave him a nice 
sweet cake and a bottle of wine to take with him, so 
that he might not suffer from hunger or thirst. In the 
wood he met a little, old, gray man, who bade him 
good-day, and said, “Give me a bit of the cake in your 
pocket, and let me have a drop of your wine. I am 
so hungry and thirsty. ’ ’ 

But the clever son said : “If I give you my cake and 
wine, I shan’t have enough for myself. Be off with 
you.” 

He left the little man standing there, and went on 
his way. But he had not been long at work, cutting 
down a tree, before he made a false stroke, and dug the 
ax into his own arm, and he was obliged to go home 
to have it bound up. 

Now, this was no accident; it was brought about by 
the little gray man. 

The second son now had to go into the forest to cut 
wood, and, like the eldest, his mother gave him a sweet 
cake and a bottle of wine. In the same way the little 
gray man met him, and asked for a piece of his cake 
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and a drop of liis wine. But tlie second son made the 
same sensible answer, “If I give you any, I shall have 
the less for myself. Be off out of my way,” and he 
went on. 

His punishment, however, was not long delayed. 
After a few blows at the tree, he hit his own leg, and 
had to be carried home. 

Then Simpleton said, “Let me go to cut the wood, 
father.” 

But his father said, “Your brothers have only come 
to harm by it ; you had better leave it alone. You know 
nothing about it.” But Simpleton begged so hard to 
be allowed to go that at last his father said, “Well, off 
you go then. You will be wiser when you have hurt 
yourself. ’ ’ 

His mother gave him a cake which was only mixed 
with water and baked in the ashes, and a bottle of sour 
beer. When he reached the forest, like the others, he 
met the little gray man. 

‘ ‘ Give me a bit of the cake in your pocket and a drop 
of your wine. I am so hungry and thirsty,” said the 
little man. 

Simpleton answered, “I only have a cake baked in 
the ashes, and some sour beer; but, if you like such 
fare, we will sit down and eat it together. ’ ’ 

So they sat down ; but when Simpleton pulled out his 
cake it was a sweet, nice cake, and his sour beer was 
turned into good wine. So they ate and drank, and the 
little man said, “As you have such a good heart, and 
are willing to share your goods, I will give you good 
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luck. There stands an old tree ; cut it down, and you 
will find something at the roots. ’ ’ 

So saying, he disappeared without giving Simpleton 
any further directions. 

Simpleton cut down the tree, and when it fell, lo, 
and behold! a goose was sitting among the roots, and 
its feathers were of pure gold. He picked it up, and 
taking it with him, went to an inn, where he meant to 
stay the night. The landlord had three daughters, who 
saw the goose, and were very curious as to what kind of 
bird it could be, and wanted to get one of its golden 
feathers. 

The eldest thought, ‘ ‘ There will soon be some oppor- 
tunity for me to pull out one of the feathers,” and 
when Simpleton went outside, she took hold of its wing 
to pluck out a feather ; but her hand stuck fast, and she 
could not get away. 

Soon after, the second sister came up, meaning also 
to pluck out one of the golden feathers; but she had 
hardly touched her sister when she found herself held 
fast. 

Lastly, the third one came, with the same intention, 
but the others screamed out, “Keep away! For 
goodness’ sake, keep away!” 

But she, not knowing why she was to keep away, 
thought, “Why should I not be there, if they are 
there ? ’ ’ 

So she ran up, but as soon as she touched her sisters 
she had to stay hanging on to them, and they all had to 
pass the night like this. 
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In the morning, Simpleton took up the goose under 
his arm, 'without noticing the three girls hanging on 
behind. They had to keep running behind, dodging his 
legs right and left. 

In the middle of the fields they met the parson, who, 
when he saw the procession, cried out: “For shame, 
you bold girls ! Why do you run after the lad like that? 
Do you call that proper behavior?” 

Then he took hold of the hand of the youngest girl to 
pull her away; but no sooner had he touched her than 
he felt himself held fast, and he, too, had to run behind. 

Soon after the sexton came up, and, seeing his mas- 
ter the parson treading on the heels of the three girls, 
cried out in amazement, “Hullo, your reverence! 
Whither away so fast? Don’t forget that we have a 
christening!” 

So saying, he plucked the parson by the sleeve, and 
soon found that he could not get away. 

As this party of five, one behind the other, tramped 
on, two peasants came along the road, carrying their 
hoes. The parson called them, and asked them to set 
the sexton and himself free. But as soon as ever they 
touched the sexton they were held fast, so now there 
were seven people running behind Simpleton and his 
goose. 

By-and-by they reached a town, where a king ruled 
whose only daughter was so solemn that nothing and 
nobody could make her laugh. So the King had pro- 
claimed that whoever could make her laugh should 
marry her. 
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When Simpleton heard this he took his goose, with 
all his following, before her, and when she saw these 
seven people running, one behind another, she burst 
into fits of laughter, and seemed as if she could never 
stop. 

Thereupon Simpleton asked her in marriage. But the 
King did not like him for a son-in-law, and he made all 
sorts of conditions. First, he said Simpleton must 
bring him a man who could drink up a cellar full of 
wine. 

Then Simpleton at once thought of the little gray 
man who might be able to help him, and he went out to 
the forest to look for him. On the very spot where the 
tree that he had cut down had stood, he saw a man sit- 
ting with a very sad face. Simpleton asked him what 
was the matter, and he answered — 

“I am so thirsty, and I can’t quench my thirst. I 
hate cold water, and I have already emptied a cask 
of wine; but •what is a drop like that on a burning 
stone?” 

“Well, there I can help you,” said Simpleton. 
“Come with me, and you shall soon have enough to 
drink and to spare.” 

He led him to the King’s cellar, and the man set to 
upon the great casks, and he drank and drank till his 
sides ached, and by the end of the day the cellar was 
empty. 

Then again Simpleton demanded his bride. But 
the King was annoyed that a wretched fellow called 
“Simpleton” should have his daughter, and he made 
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new conditions. He was now to find a man who could 
eat up a mountain of bread. 

Simpleton did not reflect long, but went straight to 
the forest, and there in the self-same place sat a man 
tightening a strap round his body, and making a very 
miserable face. He said: “I have eaten up a whole 
ovenful of rolls, hut what is the good of that when any 
one is as hungry as I am. I am never satisfied. I 
have to tighten my belt every day if I am not to die of 
hunger. ’ ’ 

Simpleton was delighted, and said: “Get up and 
come with me. You shall have enough to eat.” 

And he took him to the court, where the King had 
caused all the flour in the kingdom to be brought to- 
gether, and a huge mountain of bread to he baked. 
The man from the forest sat down before it and began 
to eat, and at the end of the day the whole mountain 
had disappeared. 

Xow, for the third time, Simpleton asked for his 
bride. But again the King tried to find an excuse, and 
demanded a ship which could sail on land as well as at 
sea. 

“As soon as you sail up in it, you shall have my 
daughter,” he said. 

Simpleton went straight to the forest, and there sat 
the little gray man to whom he had given his cake. 
The little man said : “I have eaten and drunk for you, 
and now I will give you the ship, too. I do it all be- 
cause you were merciful to me.” 

Then he gave him the ship which could sail on land 
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as well as at sea, and when the King saw it he could 
no longer withhold his daughter. The marriage was 
celebrated, and, at the King’s death, the Simpleton in- 
herited the kingdom, and lived long and happily with 
his wife. 
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I N the midst of the Hartz forests there is a high 
mountain, of which the neighbors tell all sorts of 
stories: how the goblins and fairies dance on it by 
night; and how the old Emperor Redbeard holds his 
court there, and sits on his marble throne, with his long 
beard sweeping on the ground. 

A great many years ago there lived in a village at 
the foot of this mountain, one Karl Katz. Now Karl 
was a goatherd, and every morning he drove his flock 
to feed upon the green spots that are here and there 
found on the mountain’s side. In the evening he some- 
times thought it too late to drive his charge home ; so 
he used in such cases to shut it up in a spot amongst 
the woods, where the old ruined walls of some castle 
that had long ago been deserted were left standing, and 
were high enough to form a fold, in which he could 
count his goats, and let them rest for the night. One 
evening he found that the prettiest goat of his flock had 
vanished, soon after they were driven into this fold. He 
searched everywhere for it in vain ; but, to his surprise 
and delight, when he counted his flock in the morning, 
what should he see, the first of the flock, but his lost 
goat ! Again and again the same thing happened. At 
last he thought he would watch still more narrowly; 
and, having looked carefully over the old walls, he 
found a narrow doorway, through which it seemed that 
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his favorite made her way. Karl followed, and found 
a path leading downwards through a cleft in the rocks. 
On he went, scrambling as well as he could, down the 
side of the rock, and at last came to the mouth of a 
cave, where he lost sight of his goat. Just then he saw 
that his faithful dog was not with him. He whistled, 
but no dog was there; and he was therefore forced to 
go into the cave and try to find his goat by himself. 

He groped his way for a while, and at last came to a 
place where a little light found its way in; and there 
he wondered not a little to find his goat employing it- 
self, very much at its ease in the cavern, in eating corn, 
which kept dropping from some place over its head. 
He went up and looked about him, to see where all this 
corn, that rattled about his ears like a hail-storm, could 
come from: but all overhead was dark, and he could 
find no clew to this strange business. 

At last, as he stood listening, he thought he heard the 
neighing and stamping of horses. He listened again; 
it was plainly so; and after a while he was sure that 
horses were feeding above him, and that the corn fell 
from their mangers. What could these horses be, 
which were thus kept in the clefts of rocks, where none 
but the goat’s foot ever trod? There must be people 
of some sort or other living here ; and who could they 
be? and was it safe to trust himself in such company? 
Karl pondered awhile; but his wonder only grew 
greater and greater, when on a sudden he heard his 
own name, “Karl Katz!” echo through the cavern. 
He turned round, but could see nothing. “Karl 
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Katz!” again sounded sharply in his ears; and soon 
out came a little dwarfish page, with a high-peaked hat 
and a scarlet cloak, from a dark corner at one end of 
the cave. 

The dwarf nodded, and beckoned him to follow. Karl 
thought he should first like to know a little about who 
it was that thus sought his company. He asked: but 
the dwarf shook his head, answering not a word, and 
again beckoned him to follow. He did so ; and winding 
his way through ruins, he soon heard rolling overhead 
what sounded like peals of thunder, echoing among the 
rocks ; the noise grew louder and louder as he went on, 
and at last he came to a courtyard surrounded by old 
ivy-grown walls. The spot seemed to be the bosom of 
a little valley; above rose on every hand high masses 
of rock; wide-branching trees threw their arms over- 
head, so that nothing but a glimmering twilight made 
its way through ; and here, on the cool smooth-shaven 
turf, Karl saw twelve strange old figures amusing 
themselves very sedately with a game of nine-pins. 

Their dress did not seem altogether strange to Karl, 
for in the church of the town whither he went every 
week to market there was an old monument, with fig- 
ures of queer old knights upon it, dressed in the very 
same fashion. Not a word fell from any of their lips. 
They moved about soberly and gravely, each taking his 
turn at the game ; but the oldest of them ordered Karl 
Katz, by dumb signs, to busy himself in setting up the 
pins as they knocked them down. At first his knees 
trembled, as he hardly dared snatch a stolen sidelong 
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glance at the long beards and old-fashioned dresses of 
the worthy knights; but he soon saw that as each 
knight played out his game he went to his seat, and 
there took a hearty draught at a flagon, which the 
dwarf kept filled, and which sent up the smell of the 
richest old wine. 

Little by little Karl got bolder; and at last he 
plucked up his heart so far as to beg the dwarf, by 
signs, to let him, too, take his turn at the flagon. The 
dwarf gave it him with a grave bow, and Karl thought 
he never tasted anything half so good before. This 
gave him new strength for his work ; and as often aS he 
flagged at all, he turned to the same kind friend for 
help in his need. 

Which was tired first, he or the knights, Karl never 
could tell; or whether the wine got the better of his 
head: but what he knew was, that sleep at last over- 
powered him, and that when he awoke he found him- 
self stretched out upon the old spot within the walls 
where he had folded his flock, and saw that the bright 
sun was high up in the heavens. The same green turf 
was spread beneath, and the same tottering ivy-clad 
walls surrounded him. He rubbed his eyes and called 
his dog ; but neither dog nor goat was to be seen ; and 
when he looked about him again, the grass seemed to 
be longer under his feet than it was yesterday; and 
trees hung over his head, which he had either never 
seen before, or had quite forgotten. Shaking his head, 
and hardly knowing whether he was in his right mind, 
he got up and stretched himself : somehow or other his 
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joints felt stiff er than they were. “It serves me 
right,” said he; “this comes of sleeping out of one’s 
own bed.” Little by little he recollected his evening’s 
sport, and licked his lips as he thought of the charming 
wine he had taken so much of. “But who,” thought 
he, “can those people be, that come to this odd place to 
play nine-pins ? ’ ’ 

His first step was to look for the doorway through 
which he had followed his goat; but to his astonish- 
ment, not the least trace of an opening of any sort was 
to be seen. There stood the wall, without chink or 
crack big enough for a rat to pass through. Again he 
paused and scratched his head. His hat was full of 
holes: “Why, it was new last Shrove-tide!” said he. 
By chance his eyes fell next on his shoes, which were 
almost new when he last left home ; but now they looked 
so old, that they were likely to fall to pieces before he 
could get home. All his clothes seemed in the same 
sad plight. The more he looked, the more he pondered, 
the more he was at a loss to know what could have hap- 
pened to him. 

At length he turned round, and left the old walls to 
look for his flock. Slow and out of heart he wound his 
way among the mountain steeps, through paths where 
his flocks were wont to wander : still not a goat was to 
be seen. Again he whistled and called his dog, but no 
dog came. Below him in the plain lay the village 
where his home was ; so at length he took the downward 
path, and set out with a heavy heart and a faltering 
step in search of his flock. 
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“Surely,” said he, “I shall soon meet some neigh- 
bor, who can tell me where my goats are?” But the 
people who met him, as he drew near to the village, 
were all unknown to him. They were not even dressed 
as his neighbors were, and they seemed as if they 
hardly spoke the same tongue. When he eagerly 
asked each, as he came up, after his goats, they only 
stared at him and stroked their chins. At last he did 
the same too ; and what was his wonder to find that his 
beard was grown at least a foot long! “The world,” 
said he to himself, “is surely turned upside down, or 
if not, I must be bewitched”: and yet he knew the 
mountain, as he turned round again, and looked back 
on its woody heights ; and he knew tlie houses and cot- 
tages also, with their little gardens, as he entered the 
village. All were in the places he had always known 
them in; and he heard some children, too (as a traveler 
that passed by was asking his way), call the village 
by the very same name he had always known it to 
bear. 

Again he shook his head, and went straight through 
the village to his own cottage. Alas! it looked sadly 
out of repair; the windows were broken, the door off 
its hinges, and in the courtyard lay an unknown child, 
in a ragged dress, playing with a rough, toothless old 
dog, whom he thought he ought to know, but who 
snarled and barked in his face when he called to him. 
He went in at the open doorway; but he found all so 
dreary and empty, that he staggered out again like a 
drunken man, and called his wife and children loudly 
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by their names : but no one heard, at least no one an- 
swered him. 

A crowd of women and children soon flocked around 
the strange-looking man with the long gray beard ; and 
all broke upon him at once with the questions, “Who 
are you ? ” “ Who is it that you want ? ’ ’ It seemed to 
him so odd to ask other people, at his own door, after 
his wife and children, that, in order to get rid of the 
gaping crowd, he named the first man that came into his 
head. 

“Hans the blacksmith,” said he. Most held their 
tongues and stared ; but at last an old woman said, “He 
went these seven years ago to a place that you will not 
reach to-day.” “Fritz the tailor, then.” “Heaven 
rest his soul!” said an old beldam upon crutches; “he 
has lain these ten years in a house that he’ll never 
leave.” 

Karl Katz looked at the old woman again, and shud- 
dered, as he knew her to be one of his old gossips ; but 
saw she had a strangely altered face. All wish to ask 
further questions was gone ; but at last a young woman 
made her way through the gaping throng, with a baby 
in her arms, and a little girl of about three years old 
clinging to her other hand. All three looked the very 
image of his own wife. “What is thy name?” asked 
he wildly. “Liese!” said she. “And your father’s?” 
“Karl Katz! Heaven bless him!” said she; “but, 
poor man! he is lost and gone. It is now full 
twenty years since we sought for him day and night on 
the mountain. His dog and his flock came back, but he 
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never was heard of any more. I was then seven years 
old.” 

Poor Karl could hold no longer: “I am Karl Katz, 
and no other!” said he, as he took the child from his 
daughter’s arms and kissed it over and over again. 

All stood gaping, and hardly knowing what to say or 
think, when old Stropken the schoolmaster hobbled by, 
and took a long and close look at him. “Karl Katz! 
Karl Katz ! ’ ’ said he slowly : ‘ ‘ why it is Karl Katz sure 
enough ! There is my own mark upon him ; there is the 
scar over his right eye, that I gave him myself one day 
with my oak stick.” Then several others also cried 
out, “Yes, it is! it is Karl Katz! Welcome, neighbor, 
welcome home!” “But where,” said or thought all, 
* ‘ can an honest steady fellow like you have been these 
twenty years?” 

And now the whole village had flocked around; the 
children laughed, the dogs barked, and all were glad to 
see neighbor Karl home alive and well. As to where 
he had been for the twenty years, that was a part of the 
story at which Karl shrugged up his shoulders ; for he 
never could very well explain it, and seemed to think 
the less that was said about it the better. But it was 
plain enough that what dwelt most on his memory was 
the noble wine that had tickled his mouth while the 
knights played their game of nine-pins. 
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T HERE was once a king who was so ill that it was 
thought impossible his life could he saved. He 
had three sons, and they were all in great distress on 
his account, and they went into the castle gardens and 
wept at the thought that he must die. An old man 
came up to them and asked the cause of their grief. 
They told him that their father was dying, and nothing 
could save him. The old man said, “There is only one 
remedy which I know; it is the Water of Life. If he 
drinks of it, he will recover, but it is very difficult to 
find. ’ ’ 

The eldest son said, “I will soon find it;” and he 
went to the sick man to ask permission to go in search 
of the Water of Life, as that was the only thing to cure 
him. 

“No,” said the King. “The danger is too great. 
I would rather die.” 

But he persisted so long that at last the King gave 
his permission. 

The Prince thought, “If I bring this water I shall 
be the favorite, and I shall inherit the kingdom.” 

So he set off, and when he had ridden some distance 
he came upon a dwarf standing in the road, who cried, 
“Whither away so fast?” 

“Stupid little fellow,” said the Prince, proudly; 
“what business is it of yours?” and rode on. 
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The little man was very angry, and made an evil vow. 

Soon after, the Prince came to a gorge in the moun- 
tains, and the further he rode the narrower it became, 
till he could go no further. His horse could neither go 
forward nor turn round for him to dismount ; so there 
he sat, jammed in. 

The sick king waited a long time for him, but he 
never came back. Then the second son said, “Father, 
let me go and find the Water of Life,” thinking, “if my 
brother is dead I shall have the kingdom.” 

The King at first refused to let him go, but at last 
he gave his consent. So the Prince started on the 
same road as his brother, and met the same dwarf, who 
stopped him and asked where he was going in such a 
hurry. 

“Little Snippet, what does it matter to you?” lie 
said, and rode away without looking back. 

But the dwarf cast a spell over him, and he, too, got 
into a narrow gorge like his brother, where he could 
neither go backwards nor forwards. 

This is what happens to the haughty. 

As the second son also stayed away, the youngest 
one offered to go and fetch the Water of Life, and at 
last the King was obliged to let him go. 

When he met the dwarf, and he asked him where he 
was hurrying to, he stopped and said, “I am searching 
for the Water of Life, because my father is dying.” 

“Do you know where it is to be found?” 

“No,” said the Prince. 

“As you have spoken pleasantly to me, and not been 
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hauglity like your false brothers, I will help you and 
tell you how to find the Water of Life. It flows from a 
fountain in the courtyard of an enchanted castle; but 
you will never get in unless I give you an iron rod and 
two loaves of bread. With the rod strike three times 
on the iron gate of the castle, and it will spring open. 
Inside you will find two lions with wide-open jaws, but 
if you throw a loaf to each they will be quiet. Then 
you must make haste to fetch the Water of Life before 
it strikes twelve, or the gates of the castle will close 
and you will be shut in.” 

The Prince thanked him, took the rod and the loaves, 
and set off. When he reached the castle all was just 
as the dwarf had said. At the third knock the gate 
flew open, and when he had pacified the lions with the 
loaves, he walked into the castle. In the great hall he 
found several enchanted princes, and ho took the rings 
from their fingers. He also took a sword and a loaf, 
which were lying by them. On passing into the next 
room he found a beautiful maiden, who rejoiced at his 
coming. She embraced him, and said that he had 
saved her, and should have the whole of her kingdom ; 
and if he would come back in a year she would marry 
him. She also told him where to find the fountain with 
the enchanted water ; but, she said, he must make haste 
to get out of the castle before the clock struck twelve. 

Then he went on, and came to a room where there 
was a beautiful bed freshly made, and as he was very 
tired he thought he would take a little rest ; so he lay 
down and fell asleep. When he woke it was striking a 
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quarter to twelve. He sprang up in a fright, and ran 
to the fountain, and took some of the water in a cup 
which was lying near, and then hurried away. The 
clock struck just as he reached the iron gate, and it 
banged so quickly that it took off a bit of his heel. 

He was rejoiced at having got some of the Water of 
Life, and hastened on his homeward journey. He 
again passed the dwarf, who said, when he saw the 
sword and the loaf, “Those things will be of much serv- 
ice to you. You will be able to strike down whole 
armies with the sword, and the loaf will never come to 
an end.” 

The Prince did not want to go home without his 
brothers, and he said, “Good dwarf, can you not tell 
me where my brothers are? They went in search of 
the "Water of Life before I did, but they never came 
back.” 

“They are both stuck fast in a narrow mountain 
gorge. I cast a spell over them because of their 
pride.” 

Then the Prince begged so hard that they might be 
released that at last the dwarf yielded; but he warned 
him against them, and said, “Beware of them; they 
have bad hearts.” 

He was delighted to see his brothers when they came 
back, and told them all that had happened to him; how 
lie had found the Water of Life, and brought a goblet 
full with him. How he had released a beautiful prin- 
cess, who would wait a year for him and then marry 
him, and he would become a great prince. 
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Then they rode away together, and came to a land 
where famine and war were raging. The King thought 
he would he utterly ruined, so great was the destitu- 
tion. 

The Prince went to him and gave him the loaf, and 
with it he fed and satisfied his whole kingdom. The 
Prince also gave him his sword, and he smote the 
whole army of his enemies with it, and then he was 
able to live in peace and quiet. Then the Prince took 
back his sword and his loaf, and the three brothers 
rode on. 

But later they had to pass through two more coun- 
tries where war and famine -were raging, and each time 
the prince gave his sword and his loaf to the King, and 
in this way he saved three kingdoms. 

After that they took a ship and crossed the sea. 
During the passage the two elder brothers said to each 
other, “Our youngest brother found the Water of Life, 
and we did not, so our father will give him the king- 
dom which we ought to have, and he will take away our 
fortune from us.” 

This thought made them very vindictive, and they 
made up their minds to get rid of him. They waited 
till he was asleep, and then they emptied the Water of 
Life from his goblet and took it themselves, and filled 
up his cup with salt sea water. 

As soon as they got home the youngest prince took 
his goblet to the King, so that he might drink of the 
water which was to make him well; but after drinking 
only a few drops of the sea water he became more ill 
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than ever. As he was bewailing himself, his two elder 
sons came to him and accused the youngest of trying 
to poison him, and said that they had the real Water of 
Life, and gave him some. No sooner had he drunk it 
than he felt better, and he soon became as strong and 
well as he had been in his youth. 

Then the two went to the youngest brother, and 
mocked him, saying, “It was you who found the Water 
of Life; you had all the trouble, while we have the 
reward. You should have been wiser, and kept your 
eyes open; we stole it from you while you were asleep 
on the ship. When the end of the year comes, one of 
us will go and bring away the beautiful princess. But 
don’t dare to betray us. Our father will certainly not 
believe you, and if you say a single word you will 
surely lose your life; your one and only chance is to 
keep silence.” 

The old king was very angry with his youngest son, 
thinking that he had tried to take his life. So he had 
the court assembled to give judgment upon him, and it 
was decided that he must be secretly got out of the way. 

One day when the Prince was going out hunting, 
thinking no evil, the King’s huntsman was ordered to 
go with him. Seeing the huntsman look sad, the 
Prince said to him, “My good huntsman, what is the 
matter with you?” 

The huntsman answered, “I can’t bear to tell you, 
and yet I must.” 

The Prince said, “Say it out; whatever it is I will 
forgive you.” 
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‘‘Alas!” said the huntsman, “I am to shoot you 
dead; it is the King’s command.” 

The Prince was horror-stricken, and said, “Dear 
huntsman, do not kill me, give me my life. Let me 
have your dress, and you shall have my royal robes.” 

The huntsman said, “I will gladly do so; I could 
never have shot you.” So they changed clothes, and 
the huntsman went home, but the Prince wandered 
away into the forest. 

After a time three wagon loads of gold and precious 
stones came to the King for his youngest son. They 
were sent by the kings who had been saved by the 
Prince’s sword and his miraculous loaf, and who now. 
wished to show their gratitude. 

Then the old king thought, “What if my son really 
was innocent?” and said to his people, “If only he 
were still alive ! How sorry I am that I ordered him 
to be killed.” 

“lie is still alive,” said the huntsman. “I could not 
find it in my heart to carry out your commands,” and 
he told the King what had taken place. 

A load fell from the King’s heart on hearing the 
good news, and he sent out a proclamation to all parts 
of his kingdom that his son was to come home, where 
he would be received with great favor. 

In the meantime, the Princess had caused a road to 
be made of pure shining gold leading to her castle, and 
told her people that whoever came riding straight 
along it would be the true bridegroom, and they were 
to admit him. But any one who came either on one 
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side of the road or the other would not be the right one, 
and he was not to be let in. 

When the year had almost passed, the eldest prince 
thought that he would hurry to the Princess, and by 
giving himself out as her deliverer would gain a wife 
and a kingdom as well. So he rode away, and when he 
saw the beautiful golden road he thought it would be a 
thousand pities to ride upon it ; so he turned aside, and 
rode to the right of it. But when he reached the gate 
the people told him that he was not the true bride- 
groom, and he had to go away. 

Soon after the second prince came, and when he saw 
the golden road he thought it would be a thousand 
pities for his horse to tread upon it; so he turned aside, 
and rode up on the left of it. But when he reached the 
gate he was also told that he was not the true bride- 
groom, and, like his brother, was turned away. 

When the year had quite come to an end, the third 
prince came out of the wood to ride to his beloved, and 
through her to forget all his past sorrows. So on he 
went, thinking only of her, and wishing to be with her ; 
and he never even saw the golden road. His horse 
cantered right along the middle of it, and when he 
reached the gate it was flung open and the Princess re- 
ceived him joyfully, and called him her deliverer, and 
the lord of her kingdom. Their marriage was cele- 
brated without delay, and with much rejoicing. When 
it was over, she told him that his father had called him 
back and forgiven him. So he went to him and told 
him everything; how his brothers had deceived him, 
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and liow they had forced him to keep silence. The old 
king wanted to punish them, but they had taken a ship 
and sailed away over the sea, and they never came back 
as long as they lived. 
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THE TABLE, THE ASS, AND THE STICK 


rp HERE was once a tailor, who had three sons and 
one goat. And the goat, as she nourished them 
all with her milk, was obliged to have good food, and so 
she was led every day down to the willows by the 
water-side ; and this business the sons did in turn. One 
day the eldest took the goat to the churchyard, where 
the best sprouts are, that she might eat her fill, and 
gambol about. 

In the evening, when it was time to go home, he said, 

“Well, goat, have you had enough?” 

The goat answered, 

“I am so full, 

I cannot pull 

Another blade of grass — ba! baa!” 

“Then come home,” said the youth, and fastened a 
string to her, led her to her stall, and fastened her up. 

“Now,” said the old tailor, “has the goat had her 
proper food?” 

“Oh,” answered the son, “she is so full, she no more 
can pull.” 

But the father, wishing to see for himself, went out 
to the stall, stroked his dear goat, and said, 

“My dear goat, are you full?” And the goat an- 
swered, 

“How can I be full? 

There was nothing to pull, 

Though I looked all about me — ba! baa!” 
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“What is this that I hear?” cried the tailor, and he 
ran and called out to the youth, 

“0 you liar, to say that the goat was full, and she 
has been hungry all the time!” And in his wrath he 
took up his yard-measure and drove his son out of the 
house with many blows. 

The next day came the turn of the second son, and he 
found a fine place in the garden hedge, where there 
were good green sprouts, and the goat ate them all up. 
In the evening, when he came to lead her home, he said, 

“Well, goat, have you had enough?” And the goat 
answered, 

“ I am so full, 

I could not pull 

Another blade of grass — ba! baa!” 

“Then come home,” said the youth, and led her 
home, and tied her up. 

“Now,” said the old tailor, “has the goat had her 
proper food?” 

“Oh,” answered the son, “she is so full, she no more 
can pull.” 

The tailor, not feeling satisfied, went out to the stall, 
and said, 

“My dear goat, are you really full?” And the goat 
answered, 

“How can I be full? 

There was nothing to pull, 

Though I looked all about me — ba! baa!” 

“The good-for-nothing rascal,” cried the tailor, “to 
let the dear creature go fasting!” and, running back, 
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lie chased the youth with his yard-wand out of the 
house. 

Then came the turn of the third son, who, meaning to 
make all sure, found some shrubs with the finest 
sprouts possible, and left the goat to devour them. In 
the evening, when he came to lead her home, he said, 

‘ ‘ W ell, goat, are you full ? ’ ’ And the goat answered, 

“I am so full, 

I could not pull 

Another blade of grass — ba! baa!” 

‘ ‘ Then, come home, ’ ’ said the youth ; and he took her 
to her stall, and fastened her up. 

“Now,” said the old tailor, “has the goat had her 
proper food?” 

“Oh,” answered the son, “she is so full, she no more 
can pulh” 

But the tailor, not trusting his word, went to the 
goat and said, 

“My dear goat, are you really full?” The mali- 
cious animal answered, 

“How can I be full? 

There was nothing to pull, 

Though I looked all about me — ba! baa!” 

“Oh, the wretches!” cried the tailor. “The one as 
good-for-nothing and careless as the other. I will no 
longer have such fools about me;” and rushing hack, 
in his wrath he laid about him with his yard-wand, and 
belabored his son’s back so unmercifully that he ran 
away out of the house. 
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So tlie old tailor was left alone with the goat. The 
next day he went out to the stall, and let out the goat, 
saying, 

“Come, my dear creature, I will take you myself to 
the willows.” 

So he led her by the string, and brought her to the 
green hedges and pastures where there was plenty of 
food to her taste, and saying to her, 

“Now, for once, you can eat to your heart’s con- 
tent,” he left her there till the evening. Then he re- 
turned, and said, 

“Well, goat, are you full?” 

She answered, 

“I am so full, 

I could not pull 

Another blade of grass — ba! baa!” 

“Then come home,” said the tailor, and leading her 
to her stall, he fastened her up. 

Before he left her he turned once more, saying, 

“Now then, for once you are full.” But the goat 
actually cried, 

“How can I be full? 

There was nothing to pull, 

Though I looked all about me — ba ! baa ! ” 

When the tailor heard that he marveled, and saw at 
once that his three sons had been sent away without 
reason. 

“Wait a minute,” cried he, “you ungrateful crea- 
ture! It is not enough merely to drive you away — I 
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will teach you to show your face again among honor- 
able tailors.” 

So in haste he went and fetched his razor, and seiz- 
ing the goat he shaved her head as smooth as the palm 
of his hand. And as the yard-measure was too hon- 
orable a weapon, he took the whip and fetched her such 
a crack that with many a jump and spring she ran 
away. 

The tailor felt very sad as he sat alone in his house, 
and would willingly have had his sons back again, but 
no one knew where they had gone, so he could not send 
for them. 

The eldest son, when he was driven from home, ap- 
prenticed liimself to a joiner, and he applied himself 
diligently to his trade, and when the time came for him 
to travel his master gave him a little table, nothing 
much to look at, and made of common wood; but it had 
one great quality. When any one set it down and said, 
“Table, be covered!” all at once the good little table 
had a clean cloth on it, and a plate, and knife, and fork, 
and dishes with roast and boiled, and a large glass 
of red wine sparkling so as to cheer the heart. The 
young apprentice thought he was set up for life, and 
he went merrily out into the world, and never cared 
whether an inn were good or bad, or whether he could 
get anything to eat there or not. When he was hun- 
gry, it did not matter “where he was, whether in the 
fields, in the woods, or in a meadow, he set down his 
table and said, “Be covered!” and there he was pro- 
vided with everything that heart could wish. At last 
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it occurred to him that he would go back to his 
father, whose wrath might by this time have subsided, 
and perhaps because of the wonderful table he might 
receive him again gladly. It happened that one eve- 
ning during his journey home he came to an inn that 
was quite full of guests, who bade him welcome, and 
asked him to sit down with them and eat, as otherwise 
he would have found some difficulty in getting any- 
thing. 

“No,” answered the young joiner, “I could not think 
of depriving you; you had much better be my guests.” 

Then they laughed, and thought he must be joking. 
But he brought his little wooden table, and put it in 
the middle of the room, and said, “Table, be covered!” 
Immediately it was set out with food much better than 
the landlord had been able to provide, and the good 
smell of it greeted the noses of the guests very agree- 
ably. “Fall to, good friends,” said the joiner; and 
the guests, when they saw how it was, needed no second 
asking, but taking up knife and fork fell to valiantly. 
And what seemed most wonderful was that when a dish 
was empty immediately a full one stood in its place. 
All the while the landlord stood in a corner, and 
watched all that went on. He could not tell what to 
say about it; but he thought “such cooking as that 
would make my inn prosper.” The joiner and his fel- 
lowship kept it up very merrily until late at night. At 
last they went to sleep, and the young joiner going to 
bed, left his wishing-table standing against the wall. 
The landlord, however, could not sleep for thinking of 
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the table, and he remembered that there was in his lum- 
ber room an old table very like it, so he fetched it, and 
taking away the joiner’s table, he left the other in its 
place. The next morning the joiner paid his reckon- 
ing, took up the table, not dreaming that he was carry- 
ing off the wrong one, and went on his way. About 
noon he reached home, and his father received him 
with great joy. 

“Now, my dear son, what have you learned?” said 
he to him. 

“I have learned to be a joiner, father,” he answered. 

“That is a good trade,” returned the father; “but 
what have you brought back with you from your 
travels?” 

“The best thing I’ve got, father, is this little table,” 
said he. 

The tailor looked at it on all sides, and said, 

“You have certainly produced no masterpiece. It is 
a shabby old table. ’ ’ 

“But it is a veiy wonderful one,” answered the son. 
“When I set it down, and tell it to be covered, at once 
the finest meats are standing on it, and wine so good 
that it cheers the heart. Let us invite all the friends 
and neighbors, that they may feast and enjoy them- 
selves, for the table will provide enough for all.” 

When the company was all assembled, he put his 
table in the middle of the room, and said, “Table, be 
covered !” 

But the table never stirred, and remained just as 
empty as any other table that does not understand talk- 
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ing. When the poor joiner saw that the table remained 
unfurnished, he felt ashamed to stand there like a fool. 
The company laughed at him freely, and were obliged 
to return unfilled and uncheered to their houses. The 
father gathered his pieces together and returned to his 
tailoring, and the son went to work under another 
master. 

The second son had hound himself apprentice to a 
miller. And when his time was up, his master said 
to him, 

“As you have behaved yourself so well, I will give 
you an ass of a remarkable kind : he will draw no cart, 
and carry no sack.” 

“What is the good of him then?” asked the young 
apprentice. 

“He spits out gold,” answered the miller. “If you 
put a cloth before him and say, ‘Bricklebrit,’ out come 
gold pieces.” 

“That is a capital thing,” said the apprentice, and. 
thanking his master, he went out into the world. 
Whenever he wanted gold he had only to say, ‘ ‘ Brickle- 
brit” to his ass, and there was a shower of gold pieces, 
and so he had no cares as he traveled about. Wherever 
he came he lived on the best, and the dearer the better, 
as his purse was always full. And when he had been 
looking about him about the world a long time, he 
thought he would go and find out his father, who would 
perhaps forget his anger and receive him kindly be- 
cause of his gold ass. And it happened that he came 
to lodge in the same inn where his brother’s table had 
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been exchanged. He was leading his ass in his hand, 
and the landlord was for taking the ass from him to tie 
it up, but the young apprentice said, 

“Don’t trouble yourself, old fellow, I will take him 
into the stable myself and tie him up, and then I shall 
know where to find him.” 

The landlord thought this was very strange, and he 
never supposed that a man who was accustomed to look 
after his ass himself could have much to spend; but 
when the stranger, feeling in his pocket, took out two 
gold pieces and told him to get him something good for 
supper; the landlord stared, and ran and fetched the 
best that could be got. After supper the guest called 
the reckoning, and the landlord, wanting to get all the 
profit he could, said that it would amount to two gold 
pieces more. The apprentice felt in his pocket, but his 
gold had come to an end. 

“Wait a moment, landlord,” said he, “I will go and 
fetch some money,” and he went out of the room, carry- 
ing the tablecloth with him. The landlord could not 
tell what to make of it, and, curious to know his pro- 
ceedings, slipped after him, and as the guest shut the 
stable-door, he peeped in through a knot-hole. Then 
he saw how the stranger spread the cloth before the 
ass, saying, “Bricklebrit,” and directly the ass spat 
out gold, which rained upon the ground. 

“Dear me,” said the landlord, “that is an easy way 
of getting ducats ; a purse of money like that is no bad 
thing. ’ ’ 

After that the guest paid his reckoning and went to 
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bed ; but the landlord slipped down to the stable in the 
middle of the night, led the gold-ass away, and tied up 
another ass in his place. The next morning early the 
apprentice set forth with his ass, never doubting that it 
•was the right one. By noon he came to his father’s 
house, who was rejoiced to see him again, and received 
him gladly. 

“What trade have you taken up, my son?” asked the 
father. 

“I am a miller, dear father,” answered he. 

“What have you brought home from your travels?” 
continued the father. 

“Nothing but an ass,” answered the son. 

“We have plenty of asses here,” said the father. 
“You had much better have brought me a nice goat!” 

“Yes,” answered the son, “but this is no common 
ass. When I say, ‘Bricklebrit,’ the good creature spits 
out a whole clothful of gold pieces. Let me call all the 
neighbors together. I will make rich people of them 
all.” 

“That will be fine!” said the tailor. “Then I need 
labor no more at my needle;” and he rushed out him- 
self and called the neighbors together. As soon as 
they were all assembled, the miller called out to them 
to make room, and brought in the ass, and spread his 
cloth before him. 

“Now, pay attention,” said he, and cried, “Brickle- 
brit!” but no gold pieces came, and that showed that 
the animal was not more scientific than any other ass. 

So the poor miller made a long face when he saw that 
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he had been taken in, and begged pardon of the neigh- 
bors, who all went home as poor as they had come. 
And there was nothing for it but that the old man must 
take to his needle again, and that the young one should 
take service with a miller. 

The third brother had bound himself apprentice to a 
turner ; and as turning is a very ingenious handicraft, 
it took him a long time to learn it. His brother told 
him in a letter how badly things had gone with them, 
and how on the last night of their travels the landlord 
deprived them of their treasures. When the young 
turner had learnt his trade, and was ready to travel, 
his master, to reward him for his good conduct, gave 
him a sack, and told him that there was a stick inside it. 

“I can hang up the sack, and it may be very useful 
to me,” said the young man. “But what is the good 
of the stick?” 

‘ ‘ I will tell you, ’ ’ answered the master. ‘ ‘ If any one 
does you any harm, and you say, ‘Stick, out of the 
sack ! ’ the stick will jump out upon them, and will be- 
labor them so soundly that they shall not be able to 
move or to leave the place for a week, and it will not 
stop until you say, ‘Stick, into the sack!’ ” 

The apprentice thanked him, and took up the sack 
and started on his travels, and when any one attacked 
him he would say, “Stick, out of the sack!” and di- 
rectly out jumped the stick, and dealt a shower of blows 
on the coat or jerkin, and the back beneath, which 
quickly ended the affair. One evening the young turner 
reached the inn where his two brothers had been taken 
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in. He laid bis knapsack on the table, and began to de- 
scribe all tbe wonderful things be bad seen in tbe 
world. 

“Yes,” said be, “you may talk of your self-spread- 
ing table, gold-supplying ass, and so forth; very good 
things, I do not deny, but they are nothing in com- 
parison with tbe treasure that I have acquired and 
carry with me in that sack!” 

Then tbe landlord opened bis ears. 

“What in tbe world can it be?” thought be. “Very 
likely tbe sack is full of precious stones; and I have 
a perfect right to it, for all good things come in threes. ’ ’ 
When bedtime came tbe guest stretched himself on a 
bench, and put his sack under his head for a pillow, 
and the landlord, when he thought the young man was 
sound asleep, came, and, stooping down, pulled gently 
at the sack, so as to remove it cautiously, and put an- 
other in its place. The turner had only been waiting 
for this to happen, and just as the landlord was giving 
a last courageous pull, he cried, “Stick, out of the 
sack !” Out flew the stick directly, and laid to heartily 
on the landlord’s back; and in vain he begged for 
mercy; the louder he cried the harder the stick beat 
time on his back, until he fell exhausted to the ground. 
Then the turner said, 

“If you do not give me the table and the ass directly, 
this game shall begin all over again.” 

“Oh dear, no!” cried the landlord, quite collapsed; 
“I will gladly give it all back again if you will only 
make this terrible goblin go back into the sack.” 
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Then said the young man, “I will he generous in- 
stead of just, but beware ! ’ ’ Then he cried, ‘ ‘ Stick, into 
the sack!” and left him in peace. 

The next morning the turner set out with the table 
and the ass on his way home to his father. The tailor 
was very glad, indeed, to see him again, and asked him 
what he had learned abroad. 

“My dear father,” answered he, “I am become a 
turner.” 

“A very ingenious handicraft,” said the father. 
“And what have you brought with you from your 
travels?” 

“A very valuable thing, dear father,” answered the 
son. “A stick in a sack !” 

“What!” cried the father. “A stick! The thing is 
not worth so much trouble when you can cut one from 
any tree.” 

“But it is not a common stick, dear father,” said the 
young man. “When I say, ‘Stick, out of the bag!’ out 
jumps the stick upon any one who means harm to me, 
and makes him dance again, and does not leave off till 
he is beaten to the earth, and asks pardon. Just look 
here, with this stick I have recovered the table and the 
ass which the thieving landlord had taken from my two 
brothers. Now, let them both be sent for, and bid 
all the neighbors too, and they shall eat and drink to 
their hearts’ content, and I will fill their pockets with 
gold.” 

The old tailor could not quite believe in such a thing, 
but he called his sons and all the neighbors together. 
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Then the turner brought in the ass, opened a cloth be- 
fore him, and said to his brother, 

“Now, my dear brother, speak to him.” And the 
miller said, “Bricklebrit!” and immediately the cloth 
was covered with gold pieces, until they had all got 
more than they could carry away. (I tell you this be- 
cause it is a pity you were not there.) Then the turner 
set down the table, and said, 

“Now, my dear brother, speak to it.” And the 
joiner said, “Table, be covered!” and directly it was 
covered, and set forth plentifully with the richest 
dishes. Then they held a feast such as had never taken 
place in the tailor’s house before, and the whole com- 
pany remained through the night, merry and content. 

The tailor after that locked up in a cupboard his 
needle and thread, his yard-measure and goose, and 
lived ever after with his three sons in great joy and 
splendor. 

But what became of the goat, the unlucky cause of 
the tailor’s sons being driven out? I will tell you. 
She felt so ashamed of her bald head that she ran into 
a fox’s hole and hid herself. When the fox came home 
he caught sight of two great eyes staring at him out 
of the darkness, and was very frightened and ran away. 
A bear met him, and seeing that he looked very dis- 
turbed, asked him, 

“What is the matter, brother fox, that you should 
look like that?” 

“Oh dear,” answered the fox, “a grisly beast is sit- 
ting in my hole, and he stared at me with fiery eyes !” 
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“We will soon drive him out,” said the bear; and 
went to the hole and looked in, but when he caught 
sight of the fiery eyes he likewise felt great terror seize 
him, and not wishing to have anything to do with so 
grisly a beast, he made off. He was soon met by a bee, 
who remarked that he had not a very courageous air, 
and said to him, 

“Bear, you have a very depressed countenance, what 
has become of your high spirit?” 

“You may well ask,” answered the bear. “In the 
fox’s hole there sits a grisly beast with fiery eyes, and 
we cannot drive him out.” 

The bee answered, “I know you despise me, bear. I 
am a poor feeble little creature, but I think I can help 
you.” 

So she flew into the fox’s hole, and settling on the 
goat’s smooth-shaven head, stung her so severely that 
she jumped up, crying, “Ba-baa!” and ran out like 
mad into the world; and to this hour no one knows 
where she ran to. 
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FUNDEVOGEL 


HHHERE was once a forester who went into the 
woods to hunt, and he heard a cry like that of a 
little child. He followed the sound, and at last came 
to a big tree where a tiny child was sitting high up on 
one of the top branches. The mother had gone to 
sleep under the tree, and a bird of prey, seeing the 
child on her lap, had flown down and carried it off in 
its beak to the top of the tree. 

The forester climbed the tree and brought down the 
child, thinking to himself, “I will take it home, and 
bring it up with my own little Lina.” 

So he took it home, and the two children were brought 
up together. The foundling was called Fundevogel, 
because it had been found by a bird. Fundevogel and 
Lina were so fond of each other, that they could not 
bear to be out of each other’s sight. 

Now the forester had an old cook, who one evening 
took two pails, and began carrying water. She did 
not go once but many times, backwards and forwards 
to the well. 

Lina saw this, and said: “Dear me, Sanna, why are 
you carrying so much water?” 

“If thou wilt not tell any one, I will tell thee why.” 
Lina said no, she would not tell any one. 

So then the cook said: “To-morrow morning early, 
when the forester goes out hunting, I am going to boil 
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the water, and when it bubbles in the kettle, I am going 
to throw Fundevogel into it to boil him.” 

Next morning the forester got up very early, and 
went out hunting, leaving the children still in bed. 

Then said Lina to Fundevogel: “Never forsake 
me, and I will never forsake thee.” 

And Fundevogel answered: “I will never forsake 
thee.” 

Then Lina said: “I must tell thee now. Old Sanna 
brought in so many pails of water last night, that I 
asked her what she was doing. She said if I would not 
tell anybody, she would tell me what it was for. So I 
promised not to tell anybody, and she said that in the 
morning, when the father had gone out hunting, she 
would fill the kettle, and when it was boiling, she 
would throw thee into it and boil thee. Now we must 
get up quickly, dress ourselves, and run away.” 

So the children got up, dressed quickly, and left the 
house. 

When the water boiled, the cook went to their bed- 
room to fetch Fundevogel to throw him into it. But 
when she entered the room, and went up to the bed, 
both the children were gone. She was terribly fright- 
ened, and said to herself: “Whatever am I to say to 

the forester when he comes home and finds the children 
gone? We must hurry after them and get them back.” 
So the cook dispatched three men-servants to catch up 
the children and bring them back. 

The children were sitting near a wood, and when 
they saw the three men a great way off, Lina said to 
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Fundevogel, ‘ ‘ Do not forsake me, and I will never for- 
sake thee.” 

And Fundevogel answered, “I will never forsake 
thee as long as I live.” 

Then Lina said, “Thou must turn into a rosebush, 
and I will be a rosebud upon it.” 

When the three men reached the wood, they found 
nothing but a rosebush with one rosebud on it; no chil- 
dren were to be seen. They said to each other, “There 
is nothing to be done here.” 

So they went home and told the cook that they had 
seen nothing whatever but a rosebush, with one rose- 
bud on it. 

The old cook scolded them, and said: “You boobies, 
you ought to have hacked the rosebush to pieces, 
broken off the bud, and brought it home to me. Off 
with you at once and do it.” So they had to start off 
again on the search. 

But the children saw them a long way off, and Lina 
said to Fundevogel, “Do not forsake me, and I will 
never forsake thee.” 

Fundevogel said : “I will never forsake thee as long 

as I live.” 

Then said Lina : ‘ ‘ Thou must become a church, and 
I will be the chandelier in it.” 

Now when the three men came up they found nothing 
but a church with a chandelier in it ; and they said to 
each other: “What are we to do here? We had bet- 
ter go home again.” 

When they reached the house, the cook asked if they 
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had not found anything. They said: “Nothing but 

a church with a chandelier in it.” 

“You fools,” screamed the cook, “why did you not 
destroy the church and bring me the chandelier?” 
Then the old cook put her best foot foremost, and 
started herself with the three men in pursuit of the 
children. 

But the children saw the three men in the distance, 
and the old cook waddling behind them. Then said 
Lina: “Fundevogel, do not forsake me, and I will 

never forsake thee.” 

And he said: “I will never forsake thee as long as 
I live.” 

Lina said: “Thou must become a pond, and I will 
be the duck swimming upon it.” 

"When the cook reached the pond, she lay down be- 
side it to drink it up, but the duck swam quickly for- 
ward, seized her head with his bill and dragged her 
under water; so the old witch was drowned. 

Then the children went home together as happy as 
possible, and if they are not dead yet, then they are 
still alive. 
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THE TWELVE HUNTSMEN 


npHERE was once a prince, who was betrothed to a 
maiden, the daughter of a king, whom he loved 
very much. One day when they were together, and 
very happy, a messenger came from the Prince’s 
father, who was lying ill, to summon him home as he 
wished to see him before he died. He said to his be- 
loved, “I must go away, and leave you now; but I give 
you this ring as a keepsake. When I am king, I will 
come and fetch you away.” 

Then he rode off, and when he got home he found 
his father on his death-bed. His father said, “My dear 
son, I wanted to see you once more before I die. 
Promise to marry the bride I have chosen for you,” and 
he named a certain princess. 

His son was very sad, and without reflecting prom- 
ised to do what his father wished, and thereupon the 
King closed his eyes and died. 

Now, when the Prince had been proclaimed king, 
and the period of mourning was past, the time came 
when he had to keep his promise to his father. He 
made his offer to the Princess, and it was accepted. 
His betrothed heard of this, and grieved so much over 
his faithlessness that she very nearly died. The King, 
her father, asked, “Dear child, why are you so sad? 
You shall have whatever you desire.” 
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She thought for a moment, then said, “Dear father, 
I want eleven maidens all exactly like me in face, figure, 
and height.’' 

The King said, “If it is possible, your wish shall be 
fulfilled.” 

Then he caused a search to be made all over his 
kingdom, till the eleven maidens were found, all ex- 
actly like his daughter. The Princess ordered twelve 
huntsmens’ dresses to be made, which she commanded 
the maidens to wear, putting on the twelfth herself. 
Then she took leave of her father, and rode away with 
the maidens to the court of her former bridegroom 
whom she loved so dearly. She asked him if he 
wanted any huntsmen, and whether he would take them 
all into his service. The King did not recognize her, 
but, as they were all so handsome, he said, yes, he 
would engage them. So they all entered the King’s 
service. 

Now, the King had a lion which was a wonderful 
creature, for he knew all secret and hidden things. He 
said to the King one evening, “You fancy you have 
twelve huntsmen there, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” said the King. 

“You are mistaken,” said the lion. “They are 
twelve maidens.” 

The King answered, “That can’t be true! How can 
you prove it?” 

“Oh, have some peas strewn in your ante-room to- 
morrow, and you will soon see. Men have a firm tread, 
and when they walk on peas they don’t move; but 
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maidens trip and trot and slide, and make the peas 
roll about.” 

The King was pleased with the lion’s advice, and or- 
dered the peas to be strewn on the floor. 

There was, however, a servant of the King who fa- 
vored the huntsmen, and when he heard that they were 
to be put to this test, he went and told them all about 
it, and said, “The lion is going to prove to the King 
that you are maidens.” 

The Princess thanked him, and said afterwards to 
her maidens, “Do your utmost to tread firmly on the 
peas.” 

Nest morning, when the King ordered them to be 
called, they walked into the ante-chamber with so firm 
a tread that not a pea moved. When they had gone 
away, the King said to the lion, “You lied; they walked 
just like men. ’ ’ 

But the lion answered, “They had been warned of 
the test, and were prepared for it. Just let twelve 
spinning-wheels be brought into the ante-chamber, and 
they will be delighted at the sight, as no man would be.” 

This plan also pleased the King, and he ordered the 
spinning wheels. But again the kind servant warned 
the huntsmen of the plan. When they were alone, the 
Princess said to her maidens, ‘ 1 Control yourselves, and 
don’t so much as look at the spinning-wheels.” 

When the King next morning sent for the huntsmen, 
they walked through the ante-chamber without even 
glancing at the spinning-wheels. 

Then the King said to the lion, “You lied to me. 
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They are men; they never looked at the spinning- 
wheels.” 

The lion answered, “They knew that they were on 
their trial, and restrained themselves.” 

But the King would not believe him any more. 

The twelve huntsmen always went with the King on 
his hunting expeditions, and the longer he had them, 
the better he liked them. Now, it happened one day 
when they were out hunting, that the news came of the 
royal bride’s approach. 

When the true bride heard it, the shock was so great 
that her heart nearly stopped, and she fell down in a 
dead faint. The King, thinking something had hap- 
pened to his favorite huntsman, ran to help him, and 
pulled off his glove. Then he saw the ring which he 
had given to his first betrothed, and when he looked her 
in the face he recognized her. He was so moved that 
he kissed her, and when she opened her eyes he said, 
“Thou art mine, and I am thine, and nobody in the 
world shall separate us.” 

Then he sent a messenger to the other bride, and 
begged her to go home, as he already had a wife, and 
he who has an old dish does not need a new one. Their 
marriage was then celebrated, and the lion was taken 
into favor again, as, after all, he had spoken the truth. 
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FAITHFUL JOHN 


SPHERE 'was once an old king, who, having fallen 
sick, thought to himself, “This is very likely my 
death-bed on which I am lying.” 

Then he said, “Let Faithful John be sent for.” 
Faithful John was his best-beloved servant, and was 
so called because he had served the King faithfully all 
his life long. "When he came near the bed, the King 
said to him, 

“Faithful John, I feel my end drawing near, and my 
only care is for my son ; he is yet of tender years, and 
does not always know how to shape his conduct; and 
unless you promise me to instruct him in all his actions 
and be a true foster-father to him, I shall not be able 
to close my eyes in peace.” 

Then answered Faithful John, “I will never forsake 
him, and will serve him faithfully, even though it 
should cost me my life.” 

And the old king said, “Then I die, being of good 
cheer and at peace.” And he went on to say, 

“After my death, you must lead him through the 
whole castle, into all the chambers, halls, and vaults, 
and show him the treasures that in them lie; but the 
last chamber in the long gallery, in which lies hidden 
the picture of the Princess of the Golden Palace, you 
must not show him. If he were to see that picture, he 
would directly fall into so great a love for her, that he 
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would faint with the strength of it, and afterwards for 
her sake run into great dangers ; so you must guard him 
well.” 

And as Faithful John gave him his hand upon it, the 
old king became still and silent, laid his head upon the 
pillow, and died. 

When the old king was laid in the grave, Faithful 
John told the young king what he had promised to his 
father on his death-bed, and said, 

“And I will certainly hold to my promise and be 
faithful to you, as I was faithful to him, even though it 
should cost me my life.” 

When the days of mourning were at an end, Faithful 
John said to the Prince, 

“It is now time that you should see your inheritance ; 
I will show you all the paternal castle.” 

Then he led him over all the place, upstairs and 
downstairs, and showed him all the treasures and the 
splendid chambers; one chamber only he did not open, 
that in which the perilous picture hung. Now the pic- 
ture was so placed that when the door opened it "was 
the first thing to be seen, and was so wonderfully 
painted that it seemed to breathe and move, and in the 
whole world was there nothing more lovely or more 
beautiful. The young king noticed how Faithful John 
always passed by this one door, and asked, 

“Why do you not undo this door?” 

“There is something inside that would terrify you,” 
answered he. But the King answered, 

“I have seen the whole castle, and I will know what 
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is in here also.” And he went forward and tried to 
open the door by force. 

Then Faithful John called him back, and said, “I 
promised your father on his death-bed that you should 
not see what is in that room ; it might bring great mis- 
fortune on you and me were I to break my promise.” 
But the young king answered: “I shall be undone 
if I do not go inside that room; I shall have no peace 
day or night until I have seen it with these eyes ; and 
I will not move from this place until you have un- 
locked it.” 

Then Faithful John saw there was no help for it, 
and he chose out the key from the big bunch with a 
heavy heart and many sighs. When the door was 
opened he walked in first, and thought that by stand- 
ing in front of the King he might hide the picture from 
him, but that was no good, the King stood on tiptoe, 
and looked over his shoulder. And when he saw the 
image of the lady that was so wonderfully beautiful, 
and so glittering with gold and jewels, he fell on the 
ground powerless. Faithful John helped him up, took 
him to his bed, and thought with sorrow, “Ah, me! the 
evil has come to pass ; what will become of us?” 

Then he strengthened the King with wine, until he 
came to himself. The first words that he said were, 
“Oh, the beautiful picture! whose portrait is it?” 
“It is the portrait of the Princess of the Golden Pal- 
ace,” answered Faithful John. Then the King said, 
“My love for her is so great that if all the leaves of 
the forest were tongues they could not utter it ! I stake 
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my life on the chance of obtaining her, and you, my 
Faithful John, must stand by me.” 

The faithful servant considered for a long time how 
the business should be begun; it seemed to him that it 
would be a difficult matter to come only at a sight of 
the Princess. At last he thought out a way, and said 
to the King, 

“All that she has about her is of gold — tables, chairs, 
dishes, drinking-cups, bowls, and all the household fur- 
niture; in your treasury are five tons of gold, let the 
goldsmiths of your kingdom work it up into all kinds 
of vessels and implements, into all kinds of birds, and 
wild creatures, and wonderful beasts, such as may 
please her; then we will carry them off with us, and 
go and seek our fortune.” 

The King had all the goldsmiths fetched, and they 
worked day and night, until at last some splendid things 
were got ready. When a ship had been loaded with 
them, Faithful John put on the garb of a merchant, and 
so did the King, so as the more completely to disguise 
themselves. Then they journeyed over the sea, and 
went so far that at last they came to the city where the 
Princess of the Golden Palace dwelt. 

Faithful John told the King to stay in the ship, and 
to wait for him. 

“Perhaps,” said he, “I shall bring the Princess back 
with me, so take care that everything is in order; let 
the golden vessels be placed about, and the whole ship 
be adorned.” 

Then he gathered together in his apron some of the 
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gold tilings, one of eacli kind, landed, and went up to 
the royal castle. And when he reached the courtyard 
of the castle there stood by the well a pretty maiden, 
who had two golden pails in her hand, and she was 
drawing water with them ; and as she turned round to 
carry them away she saw the strange man, and asked 
him who he was. He answered, 

“I am a merchant,” and opened his apron, and let 
her look within it. 

“Ah, what beautiful things!” cried she, and setting 
down her pails, she turned the golden toys over, and 
looked at them one after another: then she said, 

“The Princess must see these; she takes so much 
pleasure in gold things that she will buy them all from 
you.” 

Then she took him by the hand and led him in, for 
she was the chamber-maid. 

When the Princess saw the golden wares she was very 
pleased, and said, 

“All these are so finely worked that I should like to 
buy them of you.” 

But the Faithful John said, 

“I am only the servant of a rich merchant, and what 
I have here is nothing to what my master has in the 
ship — the cunningest and costliest things that ever were 
made of gold.” 

The Princess then wanted it all to be brought to her ; 
but he said, 

“That would take up many days; so great is the 
number of them, and so much space would they occupy 
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that there would not be enough room for them in your 
house.” 

But the Princess’s curiosity and fancy grew so much 
that at last she said, 

“Lead me to the ship; I will myself go and see your 
master’s treasures.” 

Then Faithful John led her to the ship joyfully, and 
the King, when he saw that her beauty was even greater 
than the picture had set forth, felt his heart leap at the 
sight. Then she climbed up into the ship, and the 
King received her. F aithful J ohn stayed by the steers- 
man, and gave orders for the ship to push off, saying, 
“Spread all sail, that she may fly like a bird in the 
air.” 

So the King showed her all the golden things, each 
separately — the dishes, the bowls, the birds, the wild 
creatures, and the wonderful beasts. Many hours were 
passed in looking at them all, and in her pleasure the 
Princess never noticed that the ship was moving on- 
wards. When she had examined the last, she thanked 
the merchant, and prepared to return home ; but when 
she came to the ship ’s side, she saw that they were on 
the high seas, far from land, and speeding on under 
full sail. 

“Ah!” cried she, full of terror, “lam betrayed and 
carried off by this merchant. Oh, that I had died 
rather than have fallen into his power !” 

But the King took hold of her hand, and said, 

“No merchant am I, but a king, and no baser of 
birth than thyself ; it is because of my over-mastering 
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love for thee that I have carried thee off by cunning. 
The first time I saw thy picture I fell fainting to the 
earth.” 

When the Princess of the Golden Palace heard this 
she became more trustful, and her heart inclined fa- 
vorably towards him, so that she willingly consented 
to become his wife. 

It happened, however, as they were still journeying 
on the open sea, that Faithful John, as he sat in the 
forepart of the ship and made music, caught sight of 
three ravens in the air flying overhead. Then he 
stopped playing, and listened to what they said one to 
another, for he understood them quite well. The first 
one cried, 

“Aye, there goes the beautiful Princess of the Golden 
Palace.” 

“Yes,” answered the second; “but he has not got 
her safe yet.” And the third said, 

“He has her, though; she sits beside him in the 
ship.” 

Then the first one spoke again, 

“What does that avail him? When they come on 
land a fox-red horse will spring towards them; then 
will the King try to mount him; and if he does, the 
horse will rise with him into the air, so that he will 
never see his bride again.” The second raven asked, 

“Is there no remedy?” 

“Oh, yes; if another man mounts quickly, and takes 
the pistol out of the holster and shoots the horse dead 
with it, he will save the young king. But who knows 
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that? And moreover he that knows and does it will be- 
come stone from toe to knee.” Then said the second 
raven, 

“I know further, that if the horse should be killed, the 
young king will not even then be sure of his bride. 
When they arrive at the castle there will lie a wrought 
bride-shirt in a dish, and it will seem all woven of gold 
and silver, but it is really of sulphur and pitch, and if 
he puts it on it will burn him to the marrow of his 
bones.” The third raven said, 

“Is there no remedy?” 

“Oh, yes,” answered the second; “if another man 
with gloves on picks up the shirt, and throws it into the 
fire, so that it is consumed, then is the young king de- 
livered. But what avails that? He who knows and 
does it will be turned into stone from his heart to his 
knee.” Then spoke the third, 

“I know yet more, that even when the bride-shirt is 
burnt up the King is not sure of his bride; when at 
the wedding the dance begins, and the young queen 
dances, she will suddenly grow pale and fall to the 
earth as if she were dead, and unless some one lifts her 
up and takes three drops of blood from her right 
breast, she will die. But he that knows and does 
this will become stone from the crown of his head to the 
sole of his foot.” 

When the ravens had spoken thus among themselves 
they flew away. Faithful John had understood it all, 
and from that time he remained quiet and sad, for he 
thought to himself that were he to conceal what he had 
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heard from his master, misfortune would befall; and 
were he to discover it his own life would be sacrificed. 
At last, however, he said within himself, 

“I will save my master, though I myself should 
perish!” 

So when they came on land, it happened just as the 
ravens had foretold, there sprang forward a splendid 
foi-red horse. 

“Come on!” said the King, “he shall carry me to the 
castle,” and was going to mount, when Faithful John 
passed before him and mounted quickly, drew the pistol 
out of the holster, and shot the horse dead. Then the 
other servants of the King cried out (for they did not 
wish well to Faithful John), 

“How shameful to kill that beautiful animal that 
was to have carried the King to his castle.” But the 
King said, 

“Hold your tongues, and let him be : he is my Faith- 
ful John; he knows what is the good of it.” 

Then they went up to the castle, and there stood in 
the hall a dish, and the wrought bride-shirt that lay on 
it shone like gold and silver. The young king went up 
to it and was going to put it on, but Faithful John 
pushed him away, picked it up with his gloved hands, 
threw it quickly on the fire, and there let it burn. The 
other servants began grumbling again, and said, 
“Look, he is even burning up the King’s bridal 
shirt ! ’ ’ but the young king said, 

“Who knows but that there may be a good reason 
for it? Let him be, he is my Faithful John.” 

256 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


Then the wedding feast was held ; and the bride led 
the dance; Faithful John watched her carefully, and 
all at once she grew pale and fell down as if she were 
dead. Then he went quickly to her, and carried her 
into a chamber hard by, laid her down, and kneeling, 
took three drops of blood from her right breast. Im- 
mediately she drew breath again and raised herself 
up, but the young king witnessing all, and not knowing 
why Faithful John had done this, grew very angry, and 
cried out, 

“Throw him into prison!” 

The next morning Faithful John was condemned to 
death and led to the gallows, and as he stood there 
ready to suffer, he said, 

“He who is about to die is permitted to speak once, 
before his end; may I claim that right?” 

“Yes,” answered the King, “it is granted to you.” 
Then said Faithful John, 

“I have been condemned unjustly, for I have always 
been faithful,” and he related how he had heard on the 
sea voyage the talk of the ravens, and how he had done 
everything in order to save his master. Then cried 
the King, 

“0 my Faithful John, pardon! pardon! lead him 
down!” But Faithful John, as he spoke the last words, 
fell lifeless, and became stone. 

The King and Queen had great grief because of this, 
and the King said, 

“Ah, how could I have evil-rewarded such faithful- 
ness!” and he caused the stone image to be lifted up 
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and put to stand in his sleeping-room by the side of his 
bed. And as often as he saw it he wept and said, 

“Would that I could bring thee back to life, my 
Faithful John!” 

After some time the Queen bore twins — two little 
sons — that grew and thrived, and were the joy of their 
parents. One day, when the Queen was in church, the 
two children were sitting and playing with their father, 
and he gazed at the stone image full of sadness, sighed, 
and cried, 

* ‘ Oh, that I could bring thee hack to life, my Faithful 
John!” Then the stone began to speak, and said, 

“Yes, thou canst bring me back to life again, if thou 
wilt bestow therefor thy best-beloved.” Then cried 
the King, 

“All that I have in the world will I give up for thee!” 
The stone w T ent on to say, 

“If thou wilt cut off the heads of thy two children 
with thy own hand, and besmear me with their blood, 
I shall receive life again.” 

The King was horror-struck at the thought that he 
must put his beloved children to death, but he remem- 
bered all John’s faithfulness, and how he had died for 
him, and he drew his sword and cut off his children’s 
heads with his own hand. And when he had besmeared 
the stone with their blood life returned to it, and Faith- 
ful John stood alive and well before him; and he said 
to the King, 

“Thy faithfulness shall not be unrewarded,” and, 
taking up the heads of the children, he set them on 
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again, and besmeared the wound with their blood, upon 
which in a moment they were whole again, and jumped 
about, and went on playing as if nothing had happened 
to them. 

Now was the King full of joy; and when he saw the 
Queen coming he put the Faithful John and the two 
children in a great chest. When she came in he said 
to her, 

“Hast thou prayed in church?” 

“Yes,” answered she, “but I was thinking all the 
while of Faithful John, and how he came to such great 
misfortune through us.” 

“Then,” said he, “dear wife, we can give him life 
again, but it will cost us both our little sons, whom we 
must sacrifice. ’ ’ 

The Queen grew pale and sick at heart, but said, 

“We owe it him, because of his great faithfulness.” 

Then the King rejoiced because she thought as he 
did, and he went and unlocked the chest and took out 
the children and Faithful John, and said, 

“God be praised, he is delivered, and our little sons 
are ours again;” and he related to her how it had come 
to pass. 

After that they all lived together in happiness to 
their lives’ end. 
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fTlIIERE was once a merry young huntsman, who 
went into the forest to hunt. He was gay and 
light-hearted, and whistled a tune upon a leaf as he 
went along. 

Suddenly an ugly old Crone spoke to him, and said : 
“Good morning, dear huntsman; you are merry and 
happy enough, while I am hungry and thirsty. Pray 
give me an alms.” 

The huntsman pitied the poor old woman, put his 
hand in his pocket, and made her a present according 
to his means. 

Then he wanted to go on. But the old woman held 
him back, and said: “Hark ye, dear huntsman, I will 
make you a present because of your good heart. Go on 
your way, and you will come to a tree, on which nine 
birds are sitting. They will have a cloak in their 
claws, over which they are fighting. Take aim with 
your gun, and shoot into the middle of them. They 
will drop the cloak, and one of the birds will fall down 
dead. Take the cloak with you, it is a wishing-cloak. 
When you throw it round your shoulders you only have 
to wish yourself at a place to be there at once. Take 
the heart out of the dead bird and swallow it whole, then 
you will find a gold coin under your pillow every 
single morning when you wake.” 
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The huntsman thanked the wise woman, and thought : 
“She promises fine things, if only they turn out as 
well.” 

When he had gone about a hundred paces, he heard 
above him, in the branches of a tree, such a chattering 
and screaming that he looked up. 

There he saw a flock of birds tearing a garment with 
their beaks and claws; snatching and tearing at it as 
if each one wanted to have it for himself. 

“Well,” said the huntsman, “this is extraordinary. 
It is exactly what the old woman said.” 

He put his gun to his shoulder, took aim and fired 
right into the middle of them, making the feathers fly 
about. 

The birds took flight with a great noise, all except 
one, which fell down dead, and the cloak dropped at 
his feet. 

He did as the old woman had told him, cut the heart 
out of the bird and swallowed it whole. Then he took 
the cloak home with him. 

"When he woke in the morning, he remembered the 
old woman’s promise, and looked under his pillow to 
see if all was true. 

There, sure enough, lay the golden coin shining be- 
fore him, and the next morning he found another, and 
the same every morning when he got up. 

He collected quite a heap of gold, and at last he 
thought: “What is the good of all my gold if I stay 
at home here? I will go and look about me in the 
world.” 
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So he took leave of his parents, shouldered his gun, 
and started off into the world. 

It so happened that one day he came to a thick forest, 
and when he got through it, he saw a fine castle lying 
in the plain beyond. 

He saw an old woman standing in one of the windows 
looking out, with a beautiful golden-haired maiden be- 
side her. 

But the old woman was a witch, and she said to the 
maiden: ‘‘Here comes some one out of the forest. 
He has a wonderful treasure inside him; we must try 
to get it from him, my darling, it will suit us better 
than him. He has a bird’s heart about him, and there- 
fore he finds a gold coin every morning under his pil- 
low when he wakes.” 

She told the girl how he had got it, and at last said : 
“If you don’t get it from him, it will be the worse for 
you.” 

When the huntsman got nearer, he saw the maiden, 
and said: “I have been wandering about for a long 
time, I will go into this castle and take a rest. I have 
plenty of money.” 

But the real reason was that he had caught sight of 
the pretty picture at the window. He went in, and 
he was kindly received and hospitably treated. 

Before long, he was so enamored of the witch-maiden 
that he thought of nothing else, and cared for nothing 
but pleasing her. 

The old woman said to the maiden: “Now we must 
get the bird’s heart, he will never miss it.” 

262 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


They concocted a potion, and when it was ready they 
put it into a goblet. 

And the maiden took it to him, and said : “Now, my 
beloved, you must drink to me.” 

He took the cup and drank the potion, and when he 
was overpowered by it the bird’s heart came out of his 
mouth. 

The maiden took it away secretly and swallowed it 
herself, for the old woman wanted to have it. 

From this time the huntsman found no more gold 
under his pillow; but the coin was always under the 
maiden’s instead, and the old woman used to fetch it 
away every morning. 

But he "was so much in love, that he thought of noth- 
ing but enjoying himself in the maiden’s company. 

Then the old woman said: “We have got the bii’d’s 

heart, but we must have his wishing-cloak too.” 

The maiden said: “Let us leave him that; we have 
taken away his wealth.” 

The old woman was very angry, and said : “A cloak 
like that is a very wonderful thing, and not often to be 
got. Have it I must, and will ! ’ ’ 

So she obeyed the witch’s orders, placed herself at 
the window, and looked sadly out at the distant range 
of hills. 

The huntsman said: “Why are you so sad?” 

“Alas! my love,” was her answer, “over there are 
the garnet mountains, where the precious stones are 
found. I long for them so much that I grow sad when- 
ever I think of them. But who could ever get them? 
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The birds which fly, perhaps; no mortal could ever 
reach them.” 

“If that is all your trouble,” said the huntsman, “I 
can soon lift that load from your heart.” 

Then he drew her under his cloak, and in a moment 
they were both sitting on the mountain. The precious 
stones were glittering around them; their hearts re- 
joiced at the sight of them, and they soon gathered 
together some of the finest and largest. 

Now the witch had so managed that the huntsman 
began to feel his eyes grow very heavy. 

So he said to the maiden: “We will sit down to 
rest a while, I am so tired I can hardly stand. ’ ’ 

So they sat down, and he laid his head on her lap 
and was soon fast asleep. 

As soon as he was asleep, the maiden slipped the 
cloak from his shoulders and put it on her own, loaded 
herself with the precious garnets, and wished herself 
at home. 

When the huntsman had had his sleep out, he woke 
up and saw that his beloved had betrayed him, and left 
him alone on the wild mountain. 

“Oh, what treachery there is in the world!” he ex- 
claimed, as he sat down in grief, and did not know 
what to do. 

Now the mountain belonged to some wild and sav- 
age giants who lived on it, and before long he saw three 
of them striding along. 

He quickly lay down again and pretended to be fast 
asleep. 
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The first one, as he came along, stumbled against 
him, and said: “"What kind of earthworm is this?” 

The second said: “Tread on him and kill him.” 

But the third said: “It isn’t worth the trouble. 
Let him alone, — he can’t live here; and when he climbs 
higher up the mountain, the clouds will roll down and 
carry him off.” 

Then they passed on, and as soon as they were gone, 
the huntsman, who had heard all they said, got up and 
climbed to the top of the mountain. 

After he had sat there for a time, a cloud floated over 
him, and carried him away. 

At first he was swept through the air, but then he 
was gently lowered and deposited within a large walled 
garden, upon a soft bed of lettuces and other herbs. 

He looked around him and said: “If only I had 
something to eat ; I am so hungry. And it will be dif- 
ficult to get away from here. I see neither apples nor 
pears, nor any other fruit, nothing but salad and 
herbs. ’ ’ 

At last, however, he thought: “At the worst, I can 
eat some of this salad ; it does not taste very good, but 
it will, at least, be refreshing.” 

He picked out a fine head of lettuce, and began eat- 
ing it. But he had hardly swallowed a little piece, 
when he began to feel very odd, and quite changed. He 
felt four legs growing, a big head, and two long ears, 
and he saw to his horror that he was changed into 
an ass. 

As he at the same time felt as hungry as ever, and 
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the juicy salad was now very much to his taste, he 
went on eating greedily. 

At last he reached another kind of salad, which he 
had hardly tasted when he felt a new change taking 
place, and found himself back in his human shape. 

After this he lay down and slept off his fatigue. 

"When he woke next morning he broke off a head of 
the bad salad, and a head of the good, and thought: 
“These will help me to regain my own, and also to 
punish the traitors.” 

He put the salad into his wallet, climbed over the 
wall, and went off to find the castle of his beloved. 

After wandering about for a few days, he was for- 
tunate enough to find it. Then he stained his face, and 
disguised himself so that his own mother would not 
have known him, and went to the castle to ask for 
shelter. 

“I am so tired,” he said; “I cannot go any further.” 

The witch said: “Who are you, countryman, and 

what do you want?” 

He answered: “I am a messenger from the King. 
He sent me to find the rarest salad which grows under 
the sun. I have been lucky enough to find it, and I 
carry it with me. But the sun is so burning, that I am 
afraid the tender plant will be withered, and I don’t 
know if I shall be able to take it any further.” 

When the old witch heard about the rare salad, she 
felt a great desire to have some, and said: “Good 
countryman, let me try the wonderful salad!” 

“By all means,” he answered. “I have two heads 
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■with me, and you shall have one.” So saying, he 
opened his sack, and handed her the bad one. 

The witch had no suspicions, and her mouth so 
watered for the new dish, that she went to the kitchen 
herself to prepare it. 

When it was ready, she could not wait till it was put 
upon the table, but put a few leaves into her mouth 
at once. 

Hardly had she swallowed them, when she lost her 
human shape, and ran out into the courtyard, as an 
old she-ass. 

Then the maid came into the kitchen, saw the salad 
standing ready, and was about to put it on the table. 
But on the way the fancy seized her to taste it, accord- 
ing to her usual habit, and she ate a few leaves. 

The power of the salad at once became apparent, 
because she also turned into an ass, and ran out into 
the yard to join the old witch, while the dish of salad 
fell to the ground. 

In the meantime the messenger was sitting with the 
beautiful maiden, and as no one appeared with the 
salad, she also was seized with a desire to taste it, and 
said: “I don’t know what has become of the salad.” 

But the huntsman thought: “The plant must have 

done its work,” and said: “I will go into the kitchen 
and see.” 

As soon as he got downstairs he saw the two asses 
running about, and the salad lying on the ground. 

“This is all right!” he said; “two of them are done 
for.” 
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Then he picked up the leaves, put them on a dish, 
and took them to the maiden. 

“I am bringing the precious food to you myself,” 
said he, ‘ ‘ so that you may not have to wait any longer. ’ ’ 

She ate some, and, like the others, was immediately 
changed into an ass, and ran out to them in the yard. 

When the huntsman had washed his face so that the 
transformed creatures might know him, he went into 
the courtyard and said: “Now, you shall be paid for 
your treachery.” 

He tied them all together with a rope, and drove 
them along till he came to a mill. He tapped at the 
window, and the miller put his head out and asked what 
he wanted. 

“I have three bad animals here,” he said, “that I 
want to get rid of. If you will take them and feed 
them, and treat them as I wish, I will pay you what you 
like to ask. ’ ’ 

“Why not?” said the miller. “How do you want 
them treated?” 

The huntsman said he wanted the old she-ass (the 
witch) to be well beaten three times a day and fed once. 
The younger one, which was the maid, beaten once and 
fed three times. The youngest of all, who was the 
beautiful maiden, was to be fed three times, and not 
beaten at all ; he could not find it in his heart to have 
her beaten. 

Then he went back to the castle and found every- 
thing he wanted in it. 

A few days later the miller came and told him that 
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the old ass which was to be beaten three times and fed 
once, was dead. “The other two,” he said, “which 
are to be fed three times, are not dead, hut they are 
pining away, and won’t last long.” 

The huntsman’s heart was stirred with pity, and he 
told the miller to bring them hack to him. 

When they came he gave them some of the other 
salad to eat, so that they took their human shapes 
again. 

The beautiful maiden fell on her knees before him, 
and said: “0 my beloved, forgive me all the wrong I 
have done you. My mother forced me to do it. It was 
against my own will, for I love you dearly. Your wish- 
ing-cloak is hanging in the cupboard, and you shall 
have the bird’s heart back too.” 

But he said: “Keep it; it will be all the same, as I 
will take you to be my own true wife.” 

Their marriage wrns soon after celebrated, and they 
lived happily together till they died. 
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r|lHEEE was once a merchant who had two children, 
-®- a boy and a girl. They were both small, and not 
old enough to run about. He had also two richly-laden 
ships at sea, and just as he was expecting to make a 
great deal of money by the merchandise, news came 
that they had both been lost. So now instead of being 
a rich man he was quite poor, and had nothing left but 
one field near the town. 

To turn his thoughts from his misfortune, he went 
out into this field, and as he was walking up and down a 
little black mannikin suddenly appeared before him, 
and asked why he was so sad. The merchant said, “I 
would tell you at once, if you could help me.” 

“Who knows,” answered the little mannikin. “Per- 
haps I could help you. ’ ’ 

Then the merchant told him that all his wealth had 
been lost in a wreck, and that now he had nothing left 
but this field. 

“Don’t worry yourself,” said the mannikin. “If 
you will promise to bring me in twelve years’ time the 
first thing which rubs against your legs when you go 
home, you shall have as much gold as you want.” 

The merchant thought, “What could it be but my 
dog!” He never thought of his boy, but said yes, and 
gave the mannikin his bond signed and sealed, and went 
home. 

When he reached the house his little son, delighted 
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to hold on to the benches and totter towards his father, 
seized him by the leg to steady himself. 

The merchant was horror-stricken, for his vow came 
into his head, and now he knew what he had promised to 
give away. But as he still found no gold in his chests, 
he thought it must only have been a joke of the manni- 
kin’s. A month later he went up into the loft to gather 
together some old tin to sell it, and there he found a 
great heap of gold on the floor. So he was soon up in 
the world again, bought and sold, became a richer mer- 
chant than ever, and was altogether contented. 

In the meantime the boy had grown up, and he was 
both clever and wise. But the nearer the end of the 
twelve years came, the more sorrowful the merchant 
grew ; you could even see his misery in his face. One 
day his son asked him what was the matter, but his 
father would not tell him. The boy, however, per- 
sisted so long that at last lie told him that, without 
knowing what he was doing, he had promised to give 
him up at the end of twelve years to a little black man- 
nikin, in return for a quantity of gold. He had given 
his hand and seal on it, and the time was now near for 
him to go. 

Then his son said, “0 father, don’t be frightened, it 
will be all right. The little black mannikin has no 
power over me.” 

When the time came, the son asked a blessing of the 
priest, and he and his father went to the field together ; 
and the son made a circle within which they took their 
places. 
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When the little black mannikin appeared, he said to 
the father, “Have you brought what you promised 
met” 

The man was silent, but his son said, “What do you 
want?” 

The mannikin said, “My business is with your fa- 
ther, and not with you.” 

The son answered, “You deceived and cheated my 
father. Give me back his bond.” 

“Oh, no!” said the little man; “I won’t give up my 
rights.” 

They talked to each other for a long time, and at last 
they decided that, as the son no longer belonged to his 
father, and declined to belong to his foe, he should get 
into a boat on a flowing stream, and his father should 
push it off himself, thus giving him up to the stream. 

So the youth took leave of his father, got into the 
boat, and his father pushed it off. Then, thinking that 
his son was lost to him forever, he went home and sor- 
rowed for him. The little boat, however, did not sink, 
it drifted quietly down the stream, and the youth sat in 
it in perfect safety. It drifted for a long time, till at 
last it stuck fast on an unknown shore. The youth 
landed, and seeing a beautiful castle near, walked to- 
wards it. As he passed under the doorway, however, a 
spell fell upon him. He went through all the rooms, 
but found them empty, till he came to the very last one, 
where a serpent lay coiling and uncoiling itself. The 
serpent was really an enchanted maiden, who was de- 
lighted when she saw the youth, and said, “Have you 

272 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


come at last, my preserver? I have been waiting 
twelve years for you. This whole kingdom is be- 
witched, and you must break the spell.” 

“How am I to do that?” he asked. 

She said, “To-night, twelve black men hung with 
chains will appear, and they will ask what you are do- 
ing here. But do not speak a word, whatever they do 
or say to you. They will torment you, strike, and 
pinch you, but don’t say a word. At twelve o’clock 
they will have to go away. On the second night twelve 
more will come, and on the third twenty-four. These 
will cut off your head. But at twelve o’clock their 
power goes, and if you have borne it, and not spoken a 
word, I shall be saved. Then I will come to you, and 
bring a little flask containing the Water of Life, with 
which I will sprinkle you, and you will be brought to 
life again, as sound and well as ever you were.” 

Then he said, “I will gladly save you!” 

Everything happened just as she had said. The 
black men could not force a word out of him ; and on 
the third night the serpent became a beautiful princess, 
who brought the Water of Life as she had promised, 
and restored the youth to life. Then she fell on his 
neck and kissed him, and there were great rejoicings all 
over the castle. 

Their marriage was celebrated, and he became King 
of the Golden Mountain. 

They lived happily together, and in course of time a 
beautiful boy was born to them. 

When eight years had passed, the King’s heart grew 
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tender within him as he thought of his father, and he 
wanted to go home to see him. But the Queen did not 
want him to go. She said, ‘ ‘ I know it will be to my mis- 
fortune.’' However, he gave her no peace till she 
agreed to let him go. On his departure she gave him a 
wishing-ring, and said, “Take this ring, and put it on 
your finger, and you will at once be at the place where 
you wish to be. Only, you must promise never to use 
it to wish me away from here to be with you at your 
father’s.” 

He made the promise, and put the ring on his finger ; 
he then wished himself before the town where his father 
lived, and at the same moment found himself at the 
gate. But the sentry would not let him in because his 
clothes, though of rich material, were of such strange 
cut. So he went up a mountain, where a shepherd 
lived, and, exchanging clothing with him, put on his old 
smock, and passed into the town unnoticed. 

When he reached his father he began making himself 
known; but his father, never thinking that it was his 
son, said that it was true he had once had a son, but he 
had long been dead. But, he added, seeing that he was 
a poor shepherd, he would give him a plate of food. 

The supposed shepherd said to his parents, “I am 
indeed your son. Is there no mark on my body by 
which you may know me?” 

His mother said, “Yes, our son has a strawberry 
mark under his right arm.” 

He pushed up his shirt sleeve, and there was the 
strawberry mark; so they no longer doubted that he 
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was their son. He told them that he was the King of 
the Golden Mountain, his wife was a princess, and they 
had a little son seven years old. 

“That can’t be true,” said his father. “You are a 
fine sort of King to come home in a tattered shepherd’s 
smock.” 

His son grew angry, and, without stopping to re- 
flect, turned his ring round and wished his v T ife and son 
to appear. In a moment they both stood before him; 
but his wife did nothing but weep and lament, and said 
that he had broken his promise, and by so doing had 
made her very unhappy. He said, “I have acted in- 
cautiously, but from no bad motive,” and he tried to 
soothe her. 

She appeared to be calmed, but really she nourished 
evil intentions towards him in her heart. 

Shortly after he took her outside the town to the 
field, and showed her the stream down which he had 
drifted in the little boat. Then he said, “I am tired ; I 
want to rest a little. ’ ’ 

So she sat down, and he rested his head upon her lap, 
and soon fell fast asleep. As soon as he was asleep, 
she drew the ring from his finger, and drew herself 
gently away from him, leaving only her slipper behind. 
Last of all, taking her child in her arms, she wished her- 
self back in her own kingdom. "WThen he woke up, he 
found himself quite deserted ; wife and child were gone, 
the ring had disappeared from his finger, and only her 
slipper remained as a token. 

“I can certainly never go home to my parents,” he 
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said. “They would say I was a sorcerer. I must go 
away and walk till I reach my own kingdom again.” 

So he went away, and at last he came to a mountain, 
where three giants were quarreling about the division 
of their father’s property. When they saw him pass- 
ing, they called him up, and said, “Little people have 
sharp wits,” and asked him to divide their inheritance 
for them. 

It consisted, first, of a sword, with which in one’s 
hand, if one said, “All heads off, mine alone remain,” 
every head fell to the ground. Secondly, of a mantle 
which rendered any one putting it on invisible. 
Thirdly, of a pair of boots which transported the 
wearer to whatever place he wished. 

He said, “Give me the three articles so that I may 
see if they are all in good condition.” 

So they gave him the mantle, and he at once became 
invisible. He took his own shape again, and said, 
* ‘ The mantle is good ; now give me the sword. ’ ’ 

But they said, “No, we can’t give you the sword. If 
you were to say, ‘All heads off, mine alone remain,’ 
all our heads would fall, and yours would be the only 
one left.” 

At last, however, they gave it to him, on condition 
that he was to try it on a tree. He did as they wished, 
and the sword went through the tree trunk as if it had 
been a straw. Then he wanted the boots, but they said, 
“No, we won’t give them away. If you were to put 
them on and wish yourself on the top of the mountain, 
we should be left standing here without anything.” 
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“No,” said he, “I won’t do that.” 

So they gave him the boots too ; hut when he had all 
three he could think of nothing but his wife and child, 
and said to himself, “Oh, if only I were on the Golden 
Mountain again!” and immediately he disappeared 
from the sight of the giants, and there was an end of 
their inheritance. 

When he approached his castle he heard sounds of 
music, fiddles and flutes, and shouts of joy. People 
told him that his wife was celebrating her marriage 
with another husband. He was filled with rage, and 
said, “The false creature! She deceived me, and de- 
serted me when I was asleep. ’ ’ 

Then he put on his mantle, and went to the castle, 
invisible to all. When he went into the hall, where a 
great feast was spread with the richest foods and the 
costliest wines, the guests were joking and laughing 
while they ate and drank. The Queen sat on her 
throne in their midst in gorgeous clothing, with the 
crown on her head. He placed himself behind her, and 
no one saw him. Whenever the Queen put a piece of 
meat on her plate, he took it away and ate it, and when 
her glass was filled he took it away and drank it. Her 
plate and her glass were constantly refilled, but she 
never had anything, for it disappeared at once. At 
last she grew frightened, got up, and went to her room 
in tears, but he followed her there too. She said to 
herself, “Am I still in the power of the demon? Did 
iny preserver never come ? ’ ’ 

He struck her in the face, and said, “Did your pre- 
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server never come ? He is with you now, deceiver that 
you are. Did I deserve such treatment at your 
hands?” Then he made himself visible, and went into 
the hall, and cried, “The wedding is stopped, the real 
king has come.” 

The kings, princes, and nobles who were present 
laughed him to scorn. But he only said, “Will you go, 
or will you not ? ’ ’ They tried to seize him, but he drew 
his sword and said, 

“All heads off, mine alone remain.” 

Then all their heads fell to the ground, and he re- 
mained sole king and lord of the Golden Mountain. 
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THE ELVES AND THE SHOEMAKER 


rFVHERE was once a shoemaker who, through no 
fault of his own, had become so poor that at last 
he had only leather enough left for one pair of shoes. 
At evening he cut out the shoes which he intended 
to begin upon the next morning, and since he had a 
good conscience, he lay down quietly, said his prayers, 
and fell asleep. 

In the morning when he had said his prayers, and 
was preparing to sit down to work, he found the pair 
of shoes standing finished on his table. He was 
amazed, and could not understand it in the least. 

He took the shoes in his hand to examine them more 
closely. They were so neatly sewn that not a stitch 
was out of place, and were as good as the work of a 
master-hand. 

Soon after a purchaser came in, and as he was much 
pleased with the shoes, he paid more than the ordinary 
price for them, so that the shoemaker was able to buy 
leather for two pairs of shoes with the money. 

He cut them out in the evening, and next day, with 
fresh courage, was about to go to work ; but he had no 
need to, for when he got up, the shoes were finished, 
and buyers were not lacking. These gave him so much 
money that he was able to buy leather for four pairs of 
shoes. 

Early next morning he found the four pairs finished, 
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and so it went on; wliat he cut out at evening was 
finished in the morning, so that he was soon again in 
comfortable circumstances, and became a well-to-do 
man. 

Now it happened one evening, not long before Christ- 
mas, when he had cut out some shoes as usual, that he 
said to his wife : “How would it be if we were to sit up 
to-night to see who it is that lends us such a helping 
hand ! ’ * 

The wife agreed, lighted a candle, and they hid them- 
selves in the corner of the room behind the clothes 
which were hanging there. 

At midnight came two little naked men who sat down 
at the shoemaker’s table, took up the cut-out work, and 
began with their tiny fingers to stitch, sew, and ham- 
mer so neatly and quickly, that the shoemaker could 
not believe his eyes. They did not stop till everything 
was quite finished, and stood complete on the table; 
then they ran swiftly away. 

The next day the wife said: “The little men have 
made us rich, and we ought to show our gratitude. 
They were running about with nothing on, and must 
freeze with cold. Now I will make them little shirts, 
coats, waistcoats, and hose, and will even knit them a 
pair of stockings, and you shall make them each a pair 
of shoes.” 

The husband agreed, and at evening, when they had 
everything ready, they laid out the presents on the 
table, and hid themselves to see how the little men 
would behave. 
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At midnight they came skipping in, and were about 
to set to work ; but, instead of the leather ready cut out, 
they found the cliarming little clothes. 

At first they were surprised, then excessively de- 
lighted. With the greatest speed they put on and 
smoothed down the pretty clothes, singing: 

“Now we’re boys so fine and neat, 

Why cobble more for other’s feet?” 

Then they hopped and danced about, and leapt over 
chairs and tables and out at the door. Henceforward, 
they came back no more, but the shoemaker fared well 
as long as he lived, and had good luck in all his under- 
takings. 
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THE ROBBER BRIDEGROOM 


npiIERE was once a miller, wlio had a beautiful 
-®- daughter. When she grew up, he wanted to have 
her married and settled. He thought, “If a suitable 
bridegroom comes and ask for my daughter, I will give 
her to him.” 

Soon after a suitor came who appeared to be rich, 
and as the miller knew nothing against him he promised 
his daughter to him. The maiden, however, did not 
like him as a bride ought to like her bridegroom; nor 
had she any faith in him. Whenever she looked at him, 
or thought about him, a shudder came over her. One 
day he said to her, “You are my betrothed, and yet you 
have never been to see me.” 

The maiden answered: “I don’t even know where 
your house is.” 

Then the bridegroom said, “My house is in the 
depths of the forest.” 

She made excuses, and said she could not find the 
way. 

The bridegroom answered: “Next Sunday you must 
come and see me without fail. I have invited some 
other guests, and, so that you may be able to find the 
way, I will strew some ashes to guide you.” 

When Sunday came, and the maiden w T as about to 
start, she was frightened, though she did not know why. 
So that she should be sure of finding her way back she 
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filled lier pockets with peas and lentils. At the en- 
trance to the forest she found the track of ashes, and 
followed it ; hut every step or two she scattered a few 
peas right and left. 

She walked nearly the whole day, right into the midst 
of the forest, where it was almost dark. Here she saw 
a solitary house, which she did not like; it was so dark 
and dismal. She went in, but found nobody, and there 
was dead silence. Suddenly a voice cried — 

“Turn back, turn back, thou bonnie bride. 

Nor in this house of death abide. ,, 

Tlie maiden looked up, and saw that the voice came 
from a bird in a cage hanging on the wall. Once more 
it made the same cry — 

“Turn back, turn back, thou bonnie bride, 

Nor in this house of death abide.” 

The beautiful bride went from room to room, all over 
the house, but they were all empty; not a soul was to be 
seen. At last she reached the cellar, and there she 
found an old, old woman with a shaking head. 

“Can you tell me if my bridegroom lives here?” 

“Alas! poor child,” answered the old woman, “little 
dost thou know where thou art; thou art in a mur- 
derer’s den. Thou thoughtest thou wast about to be 
married, but death will be thy marriage. See here, I 
have had to fill this kettle with water, and when they 
have thee in their power they w r ill kill thee without 
mercy ; cook, and eat thee, for they are eaters of human 
flesh. Unless I take pity on thee and save thee, thou 
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art lost.” Then the old woman led her behind a great 
cask, where she could not be seen. “Be as quiet as a 
mouse, ’ ’ she said. ‘ ‘ Don ’t stir, or all will be lost. To- 
night, when the murderers are asleep, we will fly. I 
have long waited for an opportunity.” 

Hardly had she said this when the riotous crew came 
home. They dragged another maiden with them, but 
as they were quite drunk they paid no attention to her 
shrieks and lamentations. They gave her wine to 
drink, three glasses full — red, white, and yellow. After 
she had drunk them she fell down dead. The poor 
bride hidden behind the cask was terrified; she trem- 
bled and shivered, for she saw plainly to what fate she 
was destined. 

One of the men noticed a gold ring on the little finger 
of the murdered girl, and as he could not pull it off he 
took an ax and chopped the finger off; but it sprang up 
into the air, and fell right into the lap of the bride be- 
hind the cask. The man took a light to look for it, but 
he could not find it. One of the others said, “Have you 
looked behind the big cask?” 

But the old woman called out: “Come and cat, and 
leave the search till to-morrow; the finger won’t run 
away. ’ ’ 

The murderer said: “The old woman is right,” and 
they gave up the search and sat down to supper. But 
the old woman dropped a sleeping draught into their 
wine, so they soon lay down, went to sleep, and snored 
lustily. 

When the bride heard them snoring she came out 
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from behind the cask; but she was obliged to step over 
the sleepers, as they lay in rows upon the floor. She 
was dreadfully afraid of touching them, but God helped 
her, and she got through without mishap. The old 
woman went with her and opened the door, and they 
hurried away as quickly as they could from this vile 
den. 

All the ashes had been blown away by the wind, but 
the peas and lentils had taken root and shot up, and 
showed them the way in the moonlight. 

They walked the whole night, and reached the mill 
in the morning. The maiden told her father all that 
she had been through. 

When the day which had been fixed for the wedding 
came, the bridegroom appeared, and the miller invited 
all his friends and relations. As they sat at table, each 
one was asked to tell some story. The bride was very 
silent, but when it came to her turn, the bridegroom 
said, “Come, my love, have you nothing to say? Pray 
tell us something.” 

“I will tell you a dream I have had,” she answered. 
“I was walking alone in a wood, and I came to a soli- 
tary house where not a soul was to be seen. A cage 
was hanging on the wall of one of the rooms, and in it 
there was a bird which cried — 

<f Turn back, turn back, tbou bonnie bride, 

Nor in this house of death abide.” 

It repeated the same words twice. This was only a 
dream, my love ! I walked through all the rooms, but 
they were all empty and dismal. At last I went down 
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to the cellar, and there sat a very old woman, with a 
shaking head. I asked her, ‘Does my bridegroom 
live here?’ She answered, ‘Alas, you poor child, you 
are in a murderer’s den! Your bridegroom indeed 
lives here, but he will cut you to pieces, cook you, and 
eat you. ’ This was only a dream, my love ! Then the 
old woman hid me behind a cask, and hardly had she 
done so when the murderers came home, dragging a 
maiden w’ith them. They gave her three kinds of wine 
to drink — red, white, and yellow; and after drinking 
them she fell down dead. My love, I was only dream- 
ing this ! Then they took her things off and cut her to 
pieces. My love, I was only dreaming! One of the 
murderers saw a gold ring on the girl’s little finger, 
and, as he could not pull it off, he chopped off the fin- 
ger; but the finger bounded into the air, and fell behind 
the cask upon my lap. Here is the finger with the 
ring. ’ ’ 

At these words she produced the finger and showed it 
to the company. 

When the bridegroom heard these words, he turned 
as pale as ashes, and tried to escape; but the guests 
seized him and handed him over to justice. And he 
and all his band were executed for their crimes. 
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RED RIDING HOOD 


HHHERE was once a sweet little maiden, who was 
loved by all who knew her ; but she was especially 
dear to her grandmother, who did not know how to 
make enough of the child. Once she gave her a little 
red velvet cloak. It was so becoming, and she liked it 
so much, that she would never wear anything else ; and 
so she got the name of Red Riding Hood. 

One day her mother said to her: “Come here, Red 
Riding Hood, take this cake and a bottle of wine to 
grandmother, she is weak and ill, and they will do her 
good. Go quickly, before it gets hot, and don’t loiter 
by the way, or run, or you will fall down and break the 
bottle, and there would be no wine for grandmother. 
When you get there, don’t forget to say ‘Good morn- 
ing’ prettily, without staring about you.’’ 

“I will do just as you tell me,” Red Riding Hood 
promised her mother. 

Her grandmother lived away in the woods, a good 
half-hour from the village. When she got to the wood, 
she met a wolf; but Red Riding Hood did not know 
what a wicked animal he was, so she was not a bit 
afraid of him. 

“Good-morning, Red Riding Hood,” he said. 

“Good-morning, wolf,” she answered. 

“Whither away so early, Red Riding Hood?” 

“To grandmother’s.” 
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“What have you got in your basket?” 

“Cake and wine; we baked yesterday, so I’m taking 
a cake to grannie; she wants something to make her 
well.” 

“Where does your grandmother live, Red Riding 
Hood?” 

“A good quarter of an hour further into the wood. 
Her house stands under three big oak trees, near a 
hedge of nut trees which you must know,” said Red 
Riding Hood. 

The wolf thought: “This tender little creature will 
be a plump morsel; she will be nicer than the old 
woman. I must be cunning, and snap them both 
up.” 

He walked along with Red Riding Hood for a while, 
then he said: “Look at the pretty flowers, Red Riding 
Hood. Why don’t you look about you? I don’t be- 
lieve you even hear the birds sing, you are just as sol- 
emn as if you were going to school: everything else is so 
gay out here in the woods.” 

Red Riding Hood raised her eyes, and when she saw 
the sunlight dancing through the trees, and all the 
bright flowers, she thought: “I’m sure grannie would 
be pleased if I took her a bunch of fresh flowers. It is 
still quite early, I shall have plenty of time to pick 
them.” 

So she left the path, and wandered off among the 
trees to pick the flowers. Each time she picked one, 
she always saw another prettier one further on. So 
she went deeper and deeper into the forest. 
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In the meantime the wolf went straight off to the 
grandmother’s cottage, and knocked at the door. 

“Who is there?” 

“Red Riding Hood, bringing you a cake and some 
wine. Open the door!” 

“Press the latch!” cried the old woman. “I am too 
weak to get up.” 

The wolf pressed the latch, and the door sprang 
open. He went straight in and up to the bed without 
saying a word, and ate up the poor old woman. Then 
he put on her nightdress and nightcap, got into bed and 
drew the curtains. 

Red Riding Hood ran about picking flowers till she 
could carry no more, and then she remembered her 
grandmother again. She was astonished when she got 
to the house to find the door open, and when she entered 
the room everything seemed so strange. 

She felt quite frightened, but she did not know why. 
“Generally I like coming to see grandmother so much,” 
she thought. She cried: “Good-morning, grand- 
mother,” but she received no answer. 

Then she went up to the bed and drew the curtain 
back. There lay her grandmother, but she had drawn 
her cap down over her face, and she looked very odd. 

“0 grandmother, what big ears you have got,” she 
said. 

“The better to hear with, my dear.” 

“Grandmother, what big eyes you have got.” 

“The better to see with, my dear.” 

“What big hands you have got, grandmother.” 
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“The better to catcli hold of you with, my dear.” 
“But, grandmother, what big teeth you have got.” 

‘ ‘ The better to eat you up with, my dear. ’ ’ 

Hardly had the wolf said this, than he made a spring 
out of bed, and devoured poor little Bed Biding Hood. 
When the wolf had satisfied himself, he went back to 
bed and he was soon snoring loudly. 

A huntsman went past the house, and thought, “How 
loudly the old lady is snoring; I must see if there is 
anything the matter with her.” 

So he went into the house, and up to the bed, where 
he found the wolf fast asleep. “Do I find you here, 
you old sinner?” he said. “Long enough have I 
sought you.” 

He raised his gun to shoot, when it just occurred to 
him that perhaps the wolf had eaten up the old lady, 
and that she might still be saved. So he took a knife 
and began cutting open the sleeping wolf. At the first 
cut he saw the little red cloak, and after a few more 
slashes, the little girl sprang out, and cried: “Oh, how 
frightened I was, it was so dark inside the wolf!” 
Next the old grandmother came out, alive, but hardly 
able to breathe. 

Bed Biding Hood brought some big stories with 
which they filled the wolf, so that when he woke and 
tried to spring away, they dragged him back, and he fell 
down dead. 

They were all quite happy now. The huntsman 
skinned the wolf, and took the skin home. The grand- 
mother ate the cake and drank the wine which Bed Bid- 
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ing Hood had brought, and she soon felt quite strong. 
Red Riding Hood thought: “I will never again wander 
off into the forest as long as I live, if my mother for- 
bids it.” 
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MOTHER HULDA 


f I HIERE was once a widow who bad two daughters; 

one of them was beautiful and industrious, the 
other was ugly and lazy. She liked the ugly, lazy one 
best, because she was her own daughter. The other 
one had all the rough work, and was made the Cinder- 
ella at home. The poor girl had to sit in the street by a 
well, spinning till her fingers bled. 

Now one day her bobbin got some blood upon it, and 
she stooped down to the well to rinse it, but it fell out 
of her hand into the water. She cried, and ran to tell 
her stepmother of her misfortune. 

Her stepmother scolded her violently and without 
mercy, and at last said, “If you have let the bobbin fall 
into the water, you must go in after it and fetch it out. ’ ’ 
The maiden went back to the well and did not know 
what to do, and in her terror she sprang into the water 
to try and find the bobbin. 

She lost consciousness, and when she came to herself 
she was in a beautiful meadow dotted with flowers, and 
the sun was shining brightly. She walked on till she 
came to a baker’s oven full of bread; the loaves called 
out to her, ‘ ‘ Oh, draw us out, draw us out, or we shall 
burn! We are over-baked already!” 

So she went up and drew them out one by one with a 
baker’s shovel. 
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Then she went a little further, and came to an Apple- 
tree covered with apples, which called out to her. “Oh, 
shake us down, shake us down, we are over-ripe!” 

So she shook the tree, and the apples fell like rain. 
She shook till there were no more left, and when she 
had gathered them all into a heap, went on her way. 

At last she came to a little house, out of which an old 
woman was looking. She had very large teeth, and the 
maiden was so frightened that she wanted to run away. 

But the old woman called her, and said, “What are 
you afraid of, dear child? Stay with me, and if you 
can do all kinds of housework well, I shall be very 
pleased. But you must be very particular how you 
make my bed ; it must be thoroughly shaken, so that the 
feathers fly, then it snows in the world. I am Mother 
Hulda.” 1 

As the old woman spoke so kindly to her, she took 
heart and agreed to stay, and she began her duties at 
once. 

She did everything to the old woman’s satisfaction, 
and shook up the bed with such a will, that the feathers 
flew about like snow. So she led a very happy life ; she 
had no hard words, but good food, both roast and 
boiled, every day. 

Now after she had been some time with Mother 
Hulda, she grew sad. At first she did not know what 
was the matter, but at last she discovered that she was 
homesick. Although everything here was a thousand 


i According to a Hessian legend, when it snows, Mother Hulda is 
making her bed. 
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times nicer than at home, still she had a yearning to go 
back. 

At last she said to the old woman, “Although I had 
nothing but misery at home, and happy as I have been 
here, still I must go back to my own people.” 

Mother Hulda said, “I am pleased that you ask to go 
home, and as you have been so faithful to me, I will take 
you back myself. ’ ’ 

She took her by the hand and led her to a great gate. 
The gate was opened, and as the maiden was passing 
through, a heavy shower of gold fell upon her, and re- 
mained sticking, so that she was covered from head to 
foot with it. 

“This is your reward, because you have been so in- 
dustrious,” said Mother Hulda. She also gave her 
back her bobbin which had fallen into the well. 

Then the gate was shut, and the maiden found her- 
self in the upper world not far from her mother’s 
house. 

When she reached the courtyard the cock was sitting 
on the well, and he cried — 

“Coek-a*doodle*doo, 

Our golden maid, I see, 

Has now come home to me.” 

Then she went in to her mother, and, as she was be- 
decked with gold, she was well received both by her 
mother and sister. The maiden told them all that had 
happened to her, and when her mother heard how she 
had got all her wealth, she wanted her ugly, lazy daugh- 
ter to have the same. So she made her sit by the well 
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and spin; and so that there should be blood upon her 
bobbin, she scratched her finger by thrusting her hand 
into a blackthorn bush. Then she threw the bobbin into 
the water and jumped in after it. She found herself in 
the same beautiful meadow, and walked along the same 
path. 

When she reached the baker’s oven, the loaves called 
out again, “Draw us out, draw us out, or we shall be 
burnt!” 

Then the lazy girl answered, “I should soil my fin- 
gers,” and went on. 

Soon she came to the Apple-tree, and the apples 
cried, “Shake us down, shake us down! We are all 
ripe !” 

“A fine business indeed,” she answered. “One of 
you might fall upon my head.” And she passed on. 

"When she came to Mother Hulda’s house, she was not 
afraid of her big teeth, as she had heard all about them, 
and she immediately hired herself to the old woman. 
The first day she made a great effort; she was indus- 
trious, and obeyed the orders Mother Hulda gave her, 
for she thought of all the gold. But on the second day 
even, she began to be lazy, and on the third she was still 
more so. She would not get up in the morning, nor did 
she make Mother Hulda’s bed as she ought; nor shake 
it till the feathers came out. 

Mother Hulda soon grew tired of this, and dis- 
charged her. 

The lazy girl was well enough pleased to go, and 
thought now the shower of gold would come. 
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Mother Hulda conducted her to the same gate; but 
when she passed through, a shower of pitch fell upon 
her, instead of a shower of gold. 

“That is the reward for your service,” said Mother 
Hulda, as she shut the gate behind her. 

So the lazy girl went home, but she was quite covered 
with pitch ; and when the cock on the well saw her, he 
cried — 

“Cock-a-doodle-doo, 

Our dirty maid, I see. 

Has now come back to me.” 

The pitch stuck to her as long as she lived ; she could 
never get rid of it. 
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RUMPELSTILTSIvIN 


rpHERE was once a miller who was very poor, but 
he had a beautiful daughter. Now, it fell out that 
he had occasion to speak with the King, and, in order 
to give himself an air of importance, he said: “I have 
a daughter who can spin gold out of straw.” 

The King said to the miller : ‘ ‘ That is an art in which 
I am much interested. If your daughter is as skillful 
as you say she is, bring her to my castle to-morrow, and 
I will put her to the test. ’ ’ ’ 

Accordingly, when the girl was brought to the castle, 
the King conducted her to a chamber which was quite 
full of straw, gave her a spinning-wheel and wander, 
and said, “Now, set to work, and if between to-night 
and to-morrow at dawm you have not spun this straw 
into gold you must die.” Thereupon he carefully 
locked the door of the chamber, and she remained 
alone. 

There sat the unfortunate miller’s daughter, and for 
the life of her did not know what to do. She had not 
the least idea how to spin straw into gold, and she be- 
came more and more distressed, until at last she began 
to weep. Then all at once the door sprang open, and in 
stepped a little mannikin, who said: “Good evening, 

Mistress Miller, what are you weeping so for?” 
“Alas!” answered the maiden, “I’ve got to spin 
gold out of straw, and don’t know how to do it.” 
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Then the mannikin said, “What will you give me if 
I spin it for you?” 

“My necklace,” said the maid. 

The little man took the necklace, sat down before the 
spinning-wheel, and whir — whir — whir, in a trice the 
reel was full. 

Then he fixed another reel, and whir — whir — whir, 
thrice round, and that too was full; and so it went on 
until morning, w T hen all the straw was spun and all the 
reels were full of gold. 

Immediately at sunrise the King came, and when he 
saw the gold he was astonished and much pleased, but 
his mind became only the more avaricious. So he had 
the miller’s daughter taken to another chamber, larger 
than the former one, and full of straw, and he ordered 
her to spin it also in one night, as she valued her life. 

The maiden was at her wit’s end, and began to weep. 
Then again the door sprang open, and the little manni- 
kin appeared, and said, “What will you give me if I 
spin the straw into gold for you?” 

“The ring off my finger,” answered the maiden. 

The little man took the ring, began to whir again 
at the wheel, and had by morning spun all the straw 
into gold. 

The King was delighted at sight of the masses of 
gold, but was not even yet satisfied. So he had the 
miller’s daughter taken to a still larger chamber, full of 
straw, and said, “This must you to-night spin into gold, 
but if you succeed you shall become my queen.” 
“Even if she is only a miller’s daughter,” thought he, 
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“I shan’t find a richer woman in the whole world.” 

When the girl was alone the little man came again, 
and said for the third time, “What will you give me if 
I spin the straw for you this time?” 

“I have nothing more that I can give,” answered the 
girl. 

“Well, promise mo your first child if you become 
queen.” 

“Who knows what may happen,” thought the 
miller’s daughter; but she did not see any other way of 
getting out of the difficulty, so she promised the little 
man what he demanded, and in return he spun the 
straw into gold once more. 

When the King came in the morning, and found 
everything as he had wished, he celebrated his mar- 
riage with her, and the miller’s daughter became 
queen. 

About a year afterwards a beautiful child was born, 
but the Queen had forgotten all about the little man. 
However, he suddenly entered her chamber, and said, 
“Now, give me w’hat you promised.” 

The Queen was terrified, and offered the little man 
all the wealth of the kingdom if he would let her keep 
the child. But the mannikin said, “No ; I would rather 
have some living thing than all the treasures of the 
world.” Then the Queen began to moan and weep to 
such an extent that the little man felt sorry for her. 
“I will give you three days,” said he, “and if within 
that time you discover my name you shall keep the 
child.” 
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Then during the night the Queen called to mind all 
the names that she had ever heard, and sent a messen- 
ger all over the country to inquire far and wide what 
other names there were. 

AVhen the little man appeared the next day, she be- 
gan with Caspar, Melchoir, Balzer, and mentioned all 
the names which she knew, one after the other ; but at 
every one the little man said: “No, no; that’s not my 
name.” 

The second day she had inquiries made all round the 
neighborhood for the names of people living there, and 
suggested to the little man all the most unusual and 
strange names. 

“Perhaps your name is Cowribs, Spindleshanks, or 
Spiderlegs?” 

But he answered every time, “No; that’s not my 
name. ’ ’ 

On the third day the messenger came back and said : 
“I haven’t been able to find any new names, but as I 
came round the corner of a wood on a lofty mountain, 
where the fox says good-night to the hare, I saw a little 
house, and in front of the house a fire was burning; 
and around the fire an indescribably ridiculous little 
man was leaping, hopping on one leg, and singing : 

‘To-day I bake; to-morrow I brew my beer; 

The next day I will bring the Queen’s child here. 

Ah! lucky ’tis that not a soul doth know 

That Rumpelstiltskin is my name, ho! ho!*” 

Then you can imagine how delighted the Queen was 
when she heard the name, and presently afterwards 
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the little man came in and asked, “Now, your Majesty, 
what is my name ? ” at first she asked : 

“Is your name Tom?” 

“No.” 

“Is it Dick?” 

“No.” 

“Is it, by chance, Rumpelstiltskin?” 

“The devil told you that! The devil told you that!” 
shrieked the little man; and in his rage stamped his 
right foot into the ground so deep that he sank up to 
his waist. 

Then, in his passion, he seized his left leg with both 
hands, and tore himself asunder in the middle. 
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THE SEVEN RAVENS 


HERE was once a man who had seven sons, but 


never a daughter, however much he wished for 


At last, however, he had a daughter. 

His joy was great, but the child was small and deli- 
cate, and, on account of its weakness, it was to be 
christened at home. 

The father sent one of his sons in haste to the spring 
to fetch some water; the other six ran with him, and 
because each of them wanted to be the first to draw the 
water, between them the pitcher fell into the brook. 

There they stood and didn't know what to do, and 
not one of them ventured to go home. 

As they did not come back, their father became im- 
patient, and said: “Perhaps the young rascals are 

playing about, and have forgotten it altogether.” 

He became anxious lest his little girl should die un- 
baptized, and in hot vexation, he cried: “I wish the 

youngsters would all turn into ravens!” 

Scarcely were the words uttered, when he heard a 
whirring in the air above his head, and, looking up- 
wards, he saw seven coal-black ravens flying away. 

The parents could not undo the spell, and were very 
sad about the loss of their seven sons, but they con- 
soled themselves in some measure with their dear little 



one 
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daughter, who soon became strong, and every day more 
beautiful. 

For a long time she was unaware that she had had 
any brothers, for her parents took care not to men- 
tion it. 

However, one day by chance she heard some people 
saying about her: “Oh, yes, the girl’s pretty enough; 
but you know she is really to blame for the misfortune 
to her seven brothers.” 

Then she became very sad, and went to her father 
and mother and asked if she had ever had any brothers, 
and what had become of them. 

The parents could no longer conceal the secret. 
They said, however, that what had happened was by 
the decree of heaven, and that her birth was merely the 
innocent occasion. 

But the little girl could not get the matter off her con- 
science for a single day, and thought that she was 
bound to release her brothers again. She had no peace 
or quiet until she had secretly set out, and gone forth 
into the wide world to trace her brothers, wherever 
they might be, and to free them, let it cost what it might. 

She took nothing with her but a little ring as a re- 
membrance of her parents, a loaf of bread against hun- 
ger, a pitcher of water against thirst, and a little chair 
in case of fatigue. She kept ever going on and on 
until she came to the end of the world. 

Then she came to the sun, but it was hot and terrible, 
it devoured little children. She ran hastily away to 
the moon, but it was too cold, and, moreover, dismal 
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and dreary. And when the child was looking at it, it 
said: “I smell, I smell man’s flesh!” 

Then she quickly made off, and came to the stars, and 
they were kind and good, and every one sat on his own 
special seat. 

But the morning star stood up, and gave her a little 
bone, and said: “Unless you have this bone, you can- 
not open the glass mountain, and in the glass mountain 
are your brothers.” 

The girl took the bone, and wrapped it up carefully 
in a little kerchief, and went on again until she came 
to the glass mountain. 

The gate was closed, and she meant to get out the 
little bone. But when she undid the kerchief it was 
empty, and she had lost the good star’s present. 

How, now, was she to set to work? She was deter- 
mined to rescue her brothers, but had no key to open 
the glass mountain. 

The good little sister took a knife and cut off her 
own tiny finger, fitted it into the keyhole, and succeeded 
in opening the lock. 

When she had entered, she met a dwarf, who said: 
“My child, what are you looking for?” 

“I am looking for my brothers, the seven ravens,” 
she answered. 

The dwarf said: “My masters, the ravens, are not 
at home ; but if you like to wait until they come, please 
to walk in.” 

Thereupon the dwarf brought in the ravens’ supper, 
on seven little plates, and in seven little cups, and the 
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little sister ate a crumb or two from each of tlie little 
plates, and took a sip from eacli of the little cups, but 
she let tbe ring she bad brought with her fall into the 
last little cup. 

All at once a whirring and crying were heard in the 
air; then the dwarf said: “Now my masters the 

ravens are coming home.” 

Then they came in, and wanted to eat and drink, and 
began to look about for their little plates and cups. 

But they said one after another: “Halloa! who has 

been eating off my plate ? Who has been drinking out 
of my cup ? There has been some human mouth here. ’ ’ 
And when the seventh drank to the bottom of his cup, 
the ring rolled up against his lips. 

He looked at it, and recognized it as a ring belonging 
to his father and mother, and said : ‘ ‘ God grant that 
our sister may be here, and that we may be delivered. ’ ’ 
As the maiden was standing behind the door listen- 
ing, she heard the wish and came forward, and then all 
the ravens got back their human form again. 

And they embraced and kissed one another, and went 
joyfully home. 
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IRON IIANS 


T HERE was once a king whose castle was sur- 
rounded by a forest full of game. One day he 
sent a huntsman out to shoot a deer, but he never came 
back. 

“Perhaps an accident has happened to him,” said 
the King. 

Next day he sent out two more huntsmen to look for 
him, but they did not return either. On the third day 
he sent for all his huntsmen, and said to them, “Search 
the whole forest without ceasing, until you have found 
all three.” 

But not a single man of all these, nor one of the pack 
of hounds they took with them, ever came back. From 
this time forth no one would venture into the forest ; so 
there it lay, wrapped in silence and solitude, with only 
an occasional eagle or hawk circling over it. 

This continued for several years, and then one day a 
strange huntsman sought an audience of the King, and 
offered to penetrate into the dangerous wood. The 
King, however, would not give him permission, and 
said, “It’s not safe, and I am afraid if you go in that 
you will never come out again, any more than all the 
others.” 

The huntsman answered, “Sire, I will take the risk 
upon myself. I do not know fear.” 
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So tlie huntsman went into the wood with his dog. 
Before long the dog put up some game, and wanted to 
chase it; but hardly had he taken a few steps when he 
came to a deep pool, and could go no further. A naked 
arm appeared out of the water, seized him, and drew 
him down. 

When the huntsman saw this, he went back and 
fetched three men with pails to empty the pool. When 
they got to the bottom they found a wild man, whose 
body was as brown as rusty iron, and his hair hanging 
down over his face to his knees. They bound him with 
cords, and carried him away to the castle. There was 
great excitement over the wild man, and the King had 
an iron cage made for him in the courtyard. He for- 
bade any one to open the door of the cage on pain of 
death, and the Queen had to keep the key in her own 
charge. 

After this, anybody could walk in the forest with 
safety. 

The King had a little son eight years old, and one 
day he was playing in the courtyard. In his play his 
golden ball fell into the cage. The boy ran up, and 
said, “Give me back my ball.” 

“Not until you have opened the door,” said the wild 
man. 

“No; I can’t do that,” said the boy. “My father 
has forbidden it,” and then he ran away. 

Next day he came again, and asked for his ball. The 
man said, “Open my door”; but he would not. 

On the third day the King went out hunting, and the 
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boy came again, and said, “Even if I would, I could 
not open the door. I have not got the key. ’ ’ 

Then the wild man said, “It is lying under your 
mother’s pillow. You can easily get it.” 

The hoy, who was very anxious to have his ball back, 
threw his scruples to the winds, and fetched the key. 
The door was very stiff, and he pinched his fingers in 
opening it. As soon as it was open the wild man came 
out, gave the hoy his ball, and hurried away. The hoy 
was now very frightened, and cried out, “0 wild man, 
don’t go away, or I shall be beaten!” 

The wild man turned hack, picked up the hoy, put 
him on his shoulder, and walked hurriedly off into the 
wood. 

When the King came home he saw at once the cage 
was empty, and asked the Queen how it had come about. 
She knew nothing about it, and went to look for the 
key, which was of course gone. They called the hoy, 
but there was no answer. The King sent people out 
into the fields to look for him, hut all in vain ; he was 
gone. The King easily guessed what had happened, 
and great grief fell on the royal household. 

When the wild man got back into the depths of the 
dark forest he took the boy down off his shoulder, and 
said, “You will never see your father and mother 
again; but I will keep you here with me, because you 
had pity on me and set me free. If you do as you are 
told, you will be well treated. I have treasures and 
gold enough and to spare, more than anybody in the 
world.” 
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He made a bed of moss for the boy, on which he went 
to sleep. Next morning the man led him to a spring, 
and said, “You see this golden well is bright and clear 
as crystal? You must sit by it, and take care that 
nothing falls into it, or it will be contaminated. I shall 
come every evening to see if you have obeyed my 
orders.” 

The boy sat down on the edge of the spring to watch 
it ; sometimes he would see a gold fish or a golden snake 
darting through it, and he guarded it well, so that noth- 
ing should fall into it. One day as he was sitting like 
this his finger pained him so much that involuntarily 
he dipped it into the water. He drew it out very 
quickly, but saw that it was gilded, and although he 
tried hard to clean it, it remained golden. In the eve- 
ning Iron Hans came back, looked at the boy, and said, 
“What has happened to the well to-day?” 

“Nothing, nothing!” he answered, keeping his finger 
behind his back, so that Iron Hans should not see it. 

But he said, “You have dipped your finger into the 
water. It does not matter this time, but take care that 
nothing of the kind occurs again.” 

Early next morning the boy took his seat by the 
spring again to watch. His finger still hurt very much, 
and he put his hand up above his head ; but, unfortu- 
nately, in so doing he brushed a hair into the well. He 
quickly took it out, but it was already gilded. When 
Iron Hans came in the evening, he knew very well what 
had happened. 

“You have let a hair fall into the well,” he said. “I 
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will overlook it once more, but if it happens for the 
third time, the well will be polluted, and you can no 
longer stay with me.” 

On the third day the boy again sat by the well ; but he 
took good care not to move a finger, however much it 
might hurt. The time seemed very long to him as he 
looked at his face reflected in the water. As he bent 
over further and further to look into his eyes, his long 
hair fell over his shoulder right into the water. He 
started up at once, but not before his whole head of 
hair had become golden, and glittered like the sun. You 
may imagine how frightened the poor boy was. He 
took his pocket-handkerchief and tied it over his head, 
so that Iron Ilans should not see it. But he knew all 
about it before he came, and at once said, “Take that 
handkerchief off your head,” and then all the golden 
hair tumbled out. All the poor boy’s excuses were no 
good. “You have not stood the test, and you can no 
longer stay here. You must go out into the world, and 
there you will learn the meaning of poverty. But as 
your heart is not bad, and as I wish you well, I will 
grant you one thing. "When you are in great need, go 
to the forest and cry ‘Iron Hans,’ and I will come and 
help you. My power is great, greater than you think, 
and I have gold and silver in abundance.” 

So the King’s son left the forest, and wandered over 
trodden and untrodden paths till he reached a great 
city. He tried to get work, but he could not find any ; 
besides, he knew no trade by which to make a living. 
At last he went to the castle and asked if they would 
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employ him. The courtiers did not know what use 
they could make of him, but they were taken with his 
appearance, and said he might stay. At last the cook 
took him into his service, and said he might carry wood 
and water for him, and sweep up the ashes. 

One day, as there was no one else at hand, the cook 
ordered him to carry the food up to the royal table. 
As he did not want his golden hair to be seen, he kept 
his cap on. Nothing of the sort had ever happened in 
the presence of the King before, and he said, “When 
you come into the royal presence, you must take your 
cap off.” 

“Alas, Sire,” he said, “I cannot take it off, I have 
a bad wound on my head.” 

Then the King ordered the cook to be called, and 
asked how he could take such a boy into his service, and 
ordered him to be sent away at once. But the cook 
was sorry for him, and exchanged him with the garden- 
er’s boy. 

Now the boy had to dig and hoe, plant and water, in 
every kind of weather. One day in the summer, when 
he was working alone in the garden, it was very hot, 
and he took off his cap for the fresh air to cool his 
head. When the sun shone on his hair it glittered so 
that the beams penetrated right into the Princess’s bed- 
room, and she sprang up to see what it was. She dis- 
covered the youth, and called to him, “Bring me a nose- 
gay, young man.” 

He hurriedly put on his cap, picked a lot of wild 
flowers, and tied them up. On his way up to the Prin- 
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cess, the gardener met him, and said, “How can you 
take such poor flowers to the Princess! Quickly cut 
another bouquet, and mind they are the choicest and 
rarest flowers. ’ ’ 

“Oh, no,” said the youth. “The wild flowers have 
a sweeter scent than the garden flowers, and will please 
the Princess better.” 

As soon as he went into the room the Princess said, 
“Take off your cap; it is not proper for you to wear 
it before me.” 

He answered again, “I may not take it off, because 
I have a wound on my head.” 

But she took hold of the cap, and pulled it off, and 
all his golden hair tumbled over his shoulders in a 
shower. It was quite a sight. He tried to get away, 
but she took hold of his arm, and gave him a handful 
of ducats, lie took them, but lie cared nothing for the 
gold, and gave it to the gardener for his children to 
play with. 

Next day the Princess again called him to bi’ing her 
a bunch of wild flowers, and when he brought it she 
immediately clutched at his cap to pull it off; but he 
held it on with both hands. Again she gave him a 
handful of ducats, but he would not keep them, and 
gave them to the gardener’s children. The third day 
the same thing happened, but she could not take off his 
cap, and he would not keep the gold. 

Not long after this the kingdom was invaded. The 
King assembled his warriors. He did not know 
whether they would be able to conquer his enemies or 
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not, as they were very powerful, and had a mighty 
army. Then the gardener’s assistant said, “I have 
been brought up to fight ; give me a horse, and I will 
go too.” 

The others laughed and said, “When we are gone, 
find one for yourself. We will leave one behind in the 
stable for you.” 

When they were gone, he went and got the horse out; 
it was lame in one leg, and hobbled along, humpety- 
liump, humpety-hump. Nevertheless, he mounted it 
and rode away to the dark forest. When he came to 
the edge of it, he called three times, “Iron Hans,” as 
loud as he could, till the rocks and trees resounded 
with it. 

The wild man appeared immediately, and said, 
“What do you want!” 

“I want a strong horse to go to the war.” 

“You shall have it, and more besides.” 

The wild man went back into the wood, and before 
long a groom came out, leading a fiery charger with 
snorting nostrils. Behind him followed a great body 
of warriors, all in armor, and their swords gleaming in 
the sun. The youth handed over his three-legged steed 
to the groom, mounted the other, and rode away at the 
head of the troop. 

When he approached the battle-field a great many 
of the King’s men had already fallen, and before long 
the rest would have to give in. Then the youth, at the 
head of his iron troop, charged, and bore down the 
enemy like a mighty wind, smiting everything which 
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came in their way. They tried to fly, hut the youth 
fell upon them, and did not stop while one remained 
alive. 

Instead of joining the King, he led his troop straight 
back to the wood and called Iron Hans again. 

“What do you want!” asked the wild man. 

“Take back your charger and your troop, and give 
me back my three-legged steed.” 

His request was granted, and he rode his three- 
legged steed home. 

When the King returned to the castle his daughter 
met him at the gate and congratulated him on his vic- 
tory. 

“It was not I who won it,” he said; “but a strange 
knight, who came to my assistance with his troop.” 
His daughter asked who the strange knight was, but 
the King did not know, and said, “He pursued the 
enemy, and I have not seen him since.” 

She asked the gardener about his assistant, but he 
laughed, and said, “He has just come home on his 
three-legged horse, and the others made fun of him, 
and said, ‘Here comes our hohbler back again,’ and 
asked which hedge he had been sleeping under. He 
answered, ‘I did my best, and without me things would 
have gone badly.’ Then they laughed at him more 
than ever.” 

The King said to his daughter, “I will give a great 
feast lasting three days, and you shall throw a golden 
apple. Perhaps the unknown knight will come among 
the others to try and catch it.” 
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When notice was given of the feast, the youth went 
to the wood and called Iron Hans. 

“What do you want?” he asked. 

“I want to secure the King’s golden apple,” said the 
youth. 

“It is as good as yours already,” answered Iron 
Hans. “You shall have a tawny suit, and ride a proud 
chestnut. ’ ’ 

When the day arrived the youth took his place among 
the other knights, but no one knew him. The Princess 
stepped forward and threw the apple among the 
knights, and he was the only one who could catch it. 
As soon as he had it he rode away. 

On the second day Iron Hans fitted him out as a white 
knight, riding a gallant gray. Again he caught the 
apple; but he did not stay a minute, and, as before, 
hurried away. 

The King now grew angry, and said, “This must not 
be; he must come before me and give me his name.” 

He gave an order that if the knight made off again 
he was to be pursued and brought back. 

On the third day the youth received from Iron Hans 
a black outfit, and a fiery black charger. 

Again he caught the apple; but as he was riding off 
with it the King’s people chased him, and one came so 
near that he wounded him in the leg. Still he escaped, 
but his horse galloped so fast that his helmet fell off, 
and they all saw that he had golden hair. So they rode 
back, and told the King what they had seen. 
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Next day the Princess asked the gardener about his 
assistant. 

“He is working in the garden. The queer fellow 
went to the feast, and he only came back last night. 
He has shown my children three golden apples which 
he won.” 

The King ordered him to be brought before him. 
"When he appeared he still wore his cap. But the 
Princess went up to him and took it off; then all his 
golden hair fell over his shoulders, and it was so beau- 
tiful that they were all amazed by it. 

“Are you the knight who came to the feast every day 
in a different color, and who caught the three golden 
apples?” asked the King. 

“Yes,” he answered, “and here are the apples,”' 
bringing them out of his pocket, and giving them to 
the King. “If you want further proof, here is the 
wound in my leg given me by your people when they 
pursued me. But I am also the knight who helped you 
to conquer the enemy.” 

“If you can do such deeds you are no gardener’s 
boy. Tell me who is your father?” 

“My father is a powerful king, and I have plenty of 
gold — as much as ever I want.” 

“I see very well,” said the King, “that we owe you 
many thanks. Can I make you a gift or do anything to 
please you?” 

“Yes,” he answered; “indeed, you can. Give me 
your daughter to be my wife!” 

The maiden laughed, and said, “He does not beat 
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about the bush; but I saw long ago that he was no 
gardener’s boy.” 

Then she went up to him and kissed him. 

His father and mother came to the wedding, and 
they were full of joy, for they had long given up all 
hope of ever seeing their dear son again. As they were 
all sitting at the wedding feast, the music suddenly 
stopped, the doors flew open, and a proud king walked 
in at the head of a great following. He went up to the 
bridegroom, embraced him, and said, “lam Iron Hans, 
who was bewitched and changed into a wild man; but 
you have broken the spell and set me free. All the 
treasure that I have is now your own.” 
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THE MOUSE, THE BIRD, AND THE SAUSAGE 

O NCE on a time, a mouse and a bird and a 
sausage lived and kept house together in perfect 
peace among themselves, and in great prosperity. It 
was the bird’s business to fly to the forest every day 
and bring back wood. The mouse had to draw the 
water, make the fire, and set the table ; and the sausage 
had to do the cooking. Nobody is content in this 
world: much will have more! One day the bird met 
another bird on the way, and told him of his excellent 
condition in life. But the other bird called him a poor 
simpleton to do so much work, while the two others led 
easy lives at home. 

When the mouse had made up her fire and drawn 
water, she went to rest in her little room until it was 
time to lay the cloth. The sausage stayed by the sauce- 
pans, looked to it that the victuals were well cooked, 
and just before dinner-time he stirred the broth or the 
stew three or four times well round himself, so as to 
enrich and season and flavor it. Then the bird used to 
come home and lay down his load, and they sat down to 
table, and after a good meal they would go to bed and 
sleep their fill till the next morning. It really was a 
most satisfactory life. 

But the bird came to the resolution next day never 
again to fetch wood : he had, he said, been their slave 
long enough, now they must change about and make 
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a new arrangement. So in spite of all the mouse and 
the sausage could say, the bird was determined to have 
his own way. So they drew lots to settle it, and it fell 
so that the sausage v T as to fetch w r ood, the mouse was 
to cook, and the bird was to draw water. 

Now see what happened. The sausage went away 
after wood, the bird made up the fire, and the mouse 
put on the pot, and they waited until the sausage 
should come home, bringing the wood for the next day. 
But the sausage was absent so long, that they thought 
something must have happened to him, and the bird 
went part of the way to see if he could see anything of 
him. Not far off he met with a dog on the road, who, 
looking upon the sausage as lawful prey, had picked 
him up, and made an end of him. The bird then lodged 
a complaint against the dog as an open and flagrant 
robber, but it was all no good, as the dog declared that 
he had found forged letters upon the sausage, so that 
he deserved to lose his life. 

The bird then very sadly took up the wood and car- 
ried it home himself, and related to the mouse all he 
had seen and heard. They were both very troubled, 
but determined to look on the bright side of things, and 
still to remain together. And so the bird laid the cloth, 
and the mouse prepared the food, and finally got into 
the pot, as the sausage used to do, to stir and flavor the 
broth, but then she had to part with fur and skin, and 
lastly with life ! 

And when the bird came to dish up the dinner, there 
was no cook to be seen ; and he turned over the heap of 
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wood, and looked and looked, but the cook never ap- 
peared again. By accident the wood caught fire, and 
the bird hastened to fetch water to put it out, but he let 
fall the bucket in the well, and himself after it, and as 
he could not get out again, he was obliged to be 
drowned. 
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TOM THUMB 


POOR peasant sat one evening by his hearth and 


poked the fire, while his wife sat opposite spin- 
ning. He said: “What a sad thing it is that we have 
no children; our home is so quiet, while other folk’s 
houses are noisy and cheerful.’’ 

“Yes,” answered his wife, and she sighed; “even if 
it were an only one, and if it w r ere no bigger than my 
thumb, I should be quite content ; we would love it with 
all our hearts.” 

Now, some time after this, she had a little boy who 
was strong and healthy, but was no bigger than a 
thumb. Then they said: “Well, our wish is fulfilled, 

and, small as he is, we will love him dearly”; and be- 
cause of his tiny stature they called him Tom Thumb. 
They let him want for nothing, yet still the child grew 
no bigger, but remained the same size as when he was 
horn. Still, he looked out on the world with intelligent 
eyes, and soon showed himself a clever and agile crea- 
ture, who was lucky in all he attempted. 

One day, when the peasant was preparing to go into 
the forest to cut wood, he said to himself : “ I wish I had 
some one to bring the cart after me.” 

“0 father!” said Tom Thumb, “I will soon bring it. 
You leave it to me ; it shall be there at the appointed 
time.” 

Then the peasant laughed, and said: “How can that 



321 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


be? You are much too small even to hold the reins.” 

“That doesn’t matter, if only mother will harness the 
horse,” answered Tom. “I will sit in his ear and tell 
him where to go.” 

“Very well,” said the father; “we will try it for 
once.” 

When the time came, the mother harnessed the horse, 
set Tom in his ear, and then the little creature called 
out “Gee-up” and “Whoa” in turn, and directed it 
where to go. It went quite well, just as though it were 
being driven by its master ; and they w’ent the right way 
to the wood. Now it happened that while the cart was 
turning a corner, and Tom was calling to the horse, two 
strange men appeared on the scene. 

“My goodness,” said one, “what is this? There 
goes a cart, and a driver is calling to the horse, but 
there is nothing to be seen.” 

“There is something queer about this,” said the 
other; “we will follow the cart and see where it stops.” 

The cart went on deep into the forest, and arrived 
quite safely at the place where the wood was cut. 

When Tom spied his father, he said: “You see, fa- 
ther, here I am with the cart ; now lift me down.” The 
father held the horse with his left hand, and took his 
little son out of its ear with the right. Then Tom sat 
down quite happily on a straw. 

When the two strangers noticed him, they did not 
know what to say for astonishment. 

Then one drew the other aside, and said: “Listen, 
that little creature might make our fortune if we were 
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to show him in the town for money. "We will buy him. ’ ’ 

So they went up to the peasant, and said: “Sell us 
the little man; he shall be well looked after with us.” 

“No,” said the peasant; “he is the delight of my 
eyes, and I will not sell him for all the gold in the 
world.” 

But Tom Thumb, when he heard the bargain, crept 
up by the folds of his father’s coat, placed himself on 
his shoulder, and whispered in his ear: “Father, let me 
go; I will soon come back again.” 

Then his father gave him to the two men for a fine 
piece of gold. 

“Where will you sit?” they asked him. 

“Oh, put me on the brim of your hat, then I can walk 
up and down and observe the neighborhood without 
falling down.” 

They did as he wished, and when Tom had said good- 
by to his father, they went away with him. 

They walked on till it was twilight, when the little 
man said: “You must lift me down.” 

“Stay where you are,” answered the man on whose 
head he sat. 

“ No, ” said Tom ; “ I will come down. Lift me down 
immediately.” 

The man took off his hat and set the little creature in 
a field by the wayside. He jumped and crept about for 
a time, here and there among the sods, then slipped sud- 
denly into a mouse-hole which he had discovered. 

“Good evening, gentlemen, just you go home without 
me,” he called out to them in mockery. 
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They ran about and poked with sticks into the mouse- 
hole, but all in vain. Tom crept further and further 
back, and, as it soon got quite dark, they were forced to 
go home, full of anger, and with empty purses. 

When Tom noticed that they were gone, he crept out 
of his underground hiding-place again. “It is danger- 
ous walking in this field in the dark,” he said. “One 
might easily break one’s leg or one’s neck.” Luckily, 
he came to an empty snail shell. “Thank goodness,” 
he said; “I can pass the night in safety here,” and he 
sat down. 

Not long after, just when he was about to go to sleep, 
he heard two men pass by. One said: “How shall we 
set about stealing the rich parson’s gold and silver?” 

“I can tell you,” interrupted Tom. 

“What was that?” said one robber in a fright. “I 
heard some one speak.” 

They remained standing and listened. 

Then Tom spoke again: “Take me with you and I 
will help you.” 

“Where are you?” they asked. 

“Just look on the ground and see where the voice 
comes from,” he answered. 

At last the thieves found him, and lifted him up. 
“You little urchin, are you going to help us?” 

“Yes,” he said; “I will creep between the iron bars 
in the pastor’s room, and will hand out to you what you 
want. ’ ’ 

“All right,” they said, “we will see what you can 
do.” 
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When they came to the parsonage, Tom crept into 
the room, but called out immediately with all his 
strength to the others: “Do you want everything that 
is here?” 

The thieves were frightened, and said: “Do speak 
softly, and don’t wake any one.” 

But Tom pretended not to understand, and called out 
again: “What do you want? Everything?” 

The cook, who slept above, heard him and sat up in 
bed and listened. But the thieves were so frightened 
that they retreated a little way. At last they sum- 
moned up courage again, and thought to themselves, 
“The little rogue wants to tease us.” So they came 
back and whispered to him: “Now, do be serious, and 
hand us out something.” 

Then Tom called out again, as loud as he could, “I 
will give you everything if only you will hold out your 
hands.” 

The maid, who was listening intently, heard him 
quite distinctly, jumped out of bed, and stumbled to the 
door. The thieves turned and fled, running as though 
wild huntsmen were after them. But the maid, seeing 
nothing, went to get a light. When she came back with 
it, Tom, without being seen, slipped out into the barn, 
and the maid, after she had searched every corner and 
found nothing, went to bed again, thinking she bad been 
dreaming with her eyes and ears open. 

Tom Thumb climbed about in the hay, and found a 
splendid place to sleep. There he determined to rest 
till day came, and then to go home to his parents. But 
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he had other experiences to go through first. This 
•world is full of trouble and sorrow ! 

The maid got up in the gray dawn to feed the cows. 
First she went into the barn, where she piled up an 
armful of hay, the very bundle in which poor Tom was 
asleep. But he slept so soundly that he knew nothing 
till he was almost in the mouth of the cow, who was eat- 
ing him up with the hay. 

“Heavens!” he said, “however did I get into this 
mill?” but he soon saw where he was, and the great 
thing was to avoid being crushed between the cow’s 
teeth. At last, whether he liked it or not, he had to go 
down the cow ’s throat. 

“The windows have been forgotten in this house,” 
he said. “The sun does not shine into it, and no light 
has been provided.” 

Altogether he was very ill-pleased with his quarters, 
and, worst of all, more and more hay came in at the 
door, and the space grew narrower and narrower. At 
last he called out, in his fear, as loud as he could, 
“Don’t give me any more food. Don’t give me any 
more food.” 

The maid was just milking the cow, and when she 
heard the same voice as in the night, without seeing any 
one, she was frightened, and slipped from her stool and 
spilt the milk. Then, in the greatest haste, she ran to 
her master, and said : “Oh, your reverence, the cow has 
spoken!” 

“You are mad,” he answered; but he went into the 
stable himself to see what was happening. 
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Scarcely had he set foot in the cow-shed before Tom 
began again, “Don’t bring me any more food.” 

Then the pastor was terrified too, and thought that 
the cow must be bewitched ; so he ordered it to be killed. 
It was accordingly slaughtered, but the stomach, in 
which Tom "was hidden, was thrown into the manure 
heap. Tom had the greatest trouble in working his 
way out. Just as he stuck out his head, a hungry wolf 
ran by and snapped up the whole stomach with one bite. 
But still Tom did not lose courage. “Perhaps the wolf 
will listen to reason,” he said. So he called out, “Dear 
wolf, I know where you can find a fine meal.” 

“Where is it to be had?” asked the wolf. 

“Why, in such and such a house,” answered Tom. 
“You must squeeze through the grating of the store- 
room window, and there you will find cakes, bacon, and 
sausages, as many as you can possibly eat”; and he 
went on to describe his father’s house. 

The wolf did not wait to hear this twice, and at night 
forced himself in through the grating, and ate to his 
heart’s content. When he was satisfied, he wanted to 
go away again ; but he had grown so fat that he could 
not get out the same way. Tom had reckoned on this, 
and began to make a great commotion inside the wolf’s 
body, struggling and screaming with all his might. 

“Be quiet,” said the wolf; “you will wake up the 
people of the house. ’ ’ 

“All very fine,” answered Tom. “You have eaten 
your fill, and now I am going to make merry”; and he 
began to scream again with all his might. 
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At last his father and mother woke up, ran to the 
room, and looked through the crack of the door. When 
they saw a wolf, they went away, and the husband 
fetched his as, and the wife a scythe. 

“You stay behind,” said the man, as they came into 
the room. “If my blow does not kill him, you must 
attack him and rip up his body.” 

When Tom Thumb heard his father’s voice, he called 
out: “Dear father, I am here, inside the wolf’s body.” 

Full of joy, his father cried, “Heaven be praised! 
Our dear child is found again,” and he bade his wife 
throw aside the scythe that it might not injure Tom. 

Then he gathered himself together, and struck the 
wolf a blow on the head, so that it fell down lifeless. 
Then with knives and shears they ripped up the body, 
and took their little boy out. 

“Ah,” said his father, “what trouble we have been 
in about you.” 

“Yes, father, I have traveled about the world, and I 
am thankful to breathe fresh air again.” 

“Wherever have you been?” they asked. 

“Down a mouse-hole, in a cow’s stomach, and in a 
wolf’s maw,” he answered; “and now I shall stay with 
you. ’ ’ 

‘ ‘ And we will never sell you again, for all the riches 
in the w-orld,” they said, kissing and fondling their 
dear child. 

Then they gave him food and drink, and had new 
clothes made for him, as his ow T n had been spoilt in his 
travels. 
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HANS IN LUCK 


H ANS had served his master for seven years, when 
he one day said to him: “Master, my time is up, 
I want to go home to my mother; please give me my 
wages.” 

His master answered, “You have served me well and 
faithfully, and as the service has been, so shall the 
wages be ” ; and he gave him a lump of gold as big as his 
head. 

Hans took out his pocket-handkerchief and tied up 
the gold in it, and then slung the bundle over his shoul- 
der, and started on his homeward journey. 

As he walked along, just dragging one foot after the 
other, a man on horseback appeared, riding, fresh and 
gay, along on his spirited horse. 

“Ah!” said Hans, quite loud as he passed, “what a 
fine thing riding must be. You are as comfortable as if 
you were in an easy-chair; you don’t stumble over any 
stones ; you save your shoes, and you get over the road 
you needn’t bother how.” 

The horseman, who heard him, stopped and said, 
“Hullo, Hans, why are you on foot?” 

“I can’t help myself,” said Hans, “as I have this 
bundle to carry home. It is true that it is a lump of 
gold, but I can hardly hold my head up for it, and it, 
weighs down my shoulder frightfully.” 
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“I’ll tell you what,” said the horseman, “we will 
change. I will give you my horse, and you shall give 
me your bundle.” 

“With all my heart,” said Hans; “but you will be 
rarely burdened with it.” 

The horseman dismounted, took the gold, and helped 
Hans up, put the bridle into his hands, and said: 
“When you want to go very fast, you must click your 
tongue and cry * gee-up, gee-up.’ ” 

Hans was delighted when he found himself so easily 
riding along on horseback. After a time it occurred to 
him that he might be going faster, and he began to click 
with his tongue, and to cry “gee-up, gee-up.” The 
horse broke into a gallop, and before Hans knew where 
he was, he was thrown off into a ditch which separated 
the fields from the high road. The horse would have 
run away if a peasant coming along the road leading a 
cow had not caught it. Hans felt himself all over, and 
picked himself up ; but he was very angry, and said to 
the peasant: “Hiding is poor fun at times, when you 
have a nag like mine, which stumbles and throws you, 
and puts you in danger of breaking your neck. I will 
never mount it again. I think much more of that cow 
of yours. You can walk comfortably behind her, and 
you have her milk into the bargain every day, as well 
as butter and cheese. What would I not give for a 
cow like that!” 

“Well,” said the peasant, “if you have such a fancy 
for it as all that, I will exchange the cow for the 
horse.” 
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Hans accepted the offer with delight, and the peasant 
mounted the horse and rode rapidly off. 

Hans drove his cow peacefully on, and thought what 
a lucky bargain he had made. “If only I have a bit 
of bread, and I don’t expect ever to be without that, I 
shall always have butter and cheese to eat with it. If 
I am thirsty, I only have to milk my cow and I have 
milk to drink. My heart! what more can you de- 
sire?” 

When he came to an inn he made a halt, and in great 
joy he ate up all the food he had with him, all his din- 
ner and his supper too, and he gave the last coins he 
had for half a glass of beer. Then he went on further 
in the direction of his mother’s village, driving his cow 
before him. The heat was overpowering, and, as mid- 
day drew near, Hans found himself on a heath which 
it took him an hour to cross. He was so hot and 
thirsty, that his tongue was parched and clung to the 
roof of his mouth. 

“This can easily be set to rights,” thought Hans. 
“I will milk my cow and sup up the milk.” He tied 
her to a tree, and as he had no pail, he used his leather 
cap instead ; but, try as hard as he liked, not a single 
drop of milk appeared. As he was very clumsy in his 
attempts, the impatient animal gave him a severe kick 
on his forehead with one of her hind legs. He was 
stunned by the blow, and fell to the ground, where he 
lay for some time, not knowing where he was. 

Happily just then a butcher came along the road, 
trundling a young pig in a wheel-barrow. 
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“What is going on here?” he cried, as he helped 
poor Hans np. 

Hans told him all that had happened. 

The butcher handed him his flask, and said: “Here, 
take a drink, it will do you good. The cow can’t give 
any milk I suppose ; she must be too old, and good for 
nothing but to be a beast of burden, or to go to the 
butcher. ’ ’ 

“Oh dear!” said Hans, smoothing his hair. “Now 
who would ever have thought it! Killing the animal 
is all very well, hut what kind of meat will it be? For 
my part, I don’t like cow’s flesh; it’s not juicy enough. 
Now, if one had a nice young pig like that, it would 
taste ever so much better; and then, all the sausages!” 

“Listen, Hans!” then said the butcher, “for your 
sake I will exchange, and let you have the pig instead 
of the cow.” 

‘ ‘ God reward your friendship ! ’ ’ said Hans, handing 
over the cow, as the butcher untied the pig, and put the 
halter with which it was tied into his hand. 

Hans went on his way, thinking how well everything 
was turning out for him. Even if a mishap befell him, 
something else immediately happened to make up for 
it. Soon after this, he met a lad carrying a beautiful 
white goose under his arm. They passed the time of 
day, and Hans began to tell him how lucky he was, and 
what successful bargains he had made. The lad told 
him that he was taking the goose for a christening 
feast. “Just feel it,” he went on, holding it up by 
the wings. “Feel how heavy it is; it’s true they have 
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been stuffing it for eight weeks. Whoever eats that 
roast goose will have to wipe the fat off both sides of 
his mouth.’ ’ 

“Yes, indeed!” answered Hans, weighing it in his 
hand; “but my pig is no light weight either.” 

Then the lad looked cautiously about from side to 
side, and shook his head. “Now, look here,” he began, 
“I don’t think it’s all quite straight about your pig. 
One has just been stolen out of Schultze’s sty, in the 
village I have come from. I fear, I fear it is the one 
you are leading. They have sent people out to look for 
it, and it would be a bad business for you if you were 
found with it; the least they would do, would be to put 
you in the black hole. ’ ’ 

Poor Hans was very much frightened at this. “Oh, 
dear! oh dear!” he said. “Do help me out of this 
trouble. You are more at home here ; take my pig, and 
let me have your goose.” 

“Well, I shall run some risk if I do, but I won’t be 
the means of getting you into a scrape.” 

So he took the rope in his hand, and quickly drove 
the pig up a side road; and honest Hans, relieved of 
his trouble, plodded on with the goose under his arm. 

“When I really come to think it over,” he said to 
himself, “I have still had the best of the bargain. 
First, there is the delicious roast goose, and then all 
the fat that will drip out of it in roasting, will keep us 
in goose-fat to eat on our bread for three months at 
least; and, last of all, there are the beautiful white 
feathers which I will stuff my pillow with, and then I 
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shall need no rocking to send me to sleep. How de- 
lighted my mother will be.” 

As he passed through the last village he came to a 
knife-grinder with his cart, singing to his wheel as it 
buzzed merrily round — 

“Scissors and knives I grind so fast, 

And hang up my cloak against the blast.” 

Hans stopped to look at him, and at last he spoke to 
him and said, “You must be doing a good trade to be so 
merry over your grinding.” 

“Yes,” answered the grinder. “The work of one’s 
hands is the foundation of a golden fortune. A good 
grinder finds money whenever he puts his hand into 
his pocket. But where did you buy that beautiful 
goose?” 

“I did not buy it ; I exchanged my pig for it.’ 

“And the pig?” 

“Oh, I got that instead of my cow.” 

“And the cow?” 

“I got that for a horse.” 

“And the horse?” 

“I gave a lump of gold as big as my head for it.” 
“And the gold?” 

“Oh, that was my wages for seven years’ service.” 
“You certainly have known how to manage your af- 
fairs,” said the grinder. “Now, if you could manage 
to hear the money jingling in your pockets when you 
got up in the morning, you would indeed have made 
your fortune.” 

‘ ‘ How shall I set about that ? ’ ’ asked Hans. 
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“You must be a grinder like me — nothing is needed 
for it but a whetstone ; everything else will come of it- 
self. I have one here which certainly is a little dam- 
aged, but you need not give me anything for it but your 
goose. Are you willing?” 

“How can you ask me such a question?” said Hans. 
“Why, I shall be the happiest person in the world. If 
I can have some money every time I put my hand in my 
pocket, what more should I have to trouble about ? ’ ’ 

So he handed him the goose, and took the whetstone 
in exchange. 

“Now,” said the grinder, lifting up an ordinary 
large stone which lay near on the road, “here is an- 
other good stone into the bargain. You can hammer 
out all your old nails on it to straighten them. Take 
it, and carry it off.” 

Hans shouldered the stone, and went on his way with 
a light heart, and his eyes shining with joy. “I must 
have been born in a lucky hour, ’ ’ he cried ; ‘ ‘ everything 
happens just as I want it, and as it would happen to a 
Sunday’s child.” 

In the meantime, as he had been on foot since day- 
break, he began to feel very tired, and he was also very 
hungry, as he had eaten all his provisions at once in his 
joy at his bargain over the cow. At last he could 
hardly walk any further, and he was obliged to stop 
every minute to rest. Then the stones were frightfully 
heavy, and he could not get rid of the thought that it 
would be very nice if he were not obliged to carry them 
any further. He dragged himself like a snail to a well 
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in the fields, meaning to rest and refresh himself with a 
draught of cool water. So as not to injure the 
stones by sitting on them, he laid them carefully on the 
edge of the well. Then he sat down, and was about to 
stoop down to drink when he inadvertently gave them 
a little push, and both the stones fell straight into the 
w T ater. 

When Hans saw them disappear before his very eyes 
he jumped for joy, and then knelt down and thanked 
God, with tears in his eyes, for having shown him this 
further grace, and relieved him of the heavy stones 
(which were all that remained to trouble him) without 
giving him anything to reproach himself with. ‘ ‘ There 
is certainly no one under the sun so happy as I.” 

And so, with a light heart, free from every care, he 
now bounded on home to his mother. 
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THE LITTLE PEASANT 


f I "'HERE was once a village in which there was only 
one poor peasant; all the other peasants were 
well-to-do, so they called him the little peasant. He 
had not even a single cow, far less money with which 
to buy one, though he and his wife would have been 
glad to possess one. 

One day he said to his wife, “Look here, I have a 
good idea: there is my godfather, the joiner, he shall 
make us a wooden calf and paint it brown, so that it 
looks like a real one, and perhaps some day it will grow 
into a cow.” 

This plan pleased his wife, so his godfather, the 
joiner, cut out and carved the calf and painted it prop- 
erly, and made its head bent down to look as if it were 
eating. 

Next morning, when the cows were driven out, the 
little peasant called the cowherd in, and said: “Look 
here, I have a little calf, but it is very small and has to 
be carried.” 

The cowherd said: “All right,” took it in his arms, 
carried it to the meadow and put it down in the grass. 

The calf stood there all day and appeared to be eat- 
ing, and the cowherd said, ‘ ‘ It will soon be able to walk 
by itself ; see how it eats.” 

In the evening, when he was going home, he said to 
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the calf, “If you can stand there all day and eat your 
fill, you may just walk home on your own legs, I don’t 
mean to carry you!” 

But the little peasant was standing by his door 
waiting for the calf, and when the cowherd came 
through the village without it, he at once asked where 
it was. 

The cowherd said, “It is still standing there; it 
would not stop eating to come with us.” 

The little peasant said, “But I must have my little 
calf back.” 

So they went back together to the field to get it, but 
some one had stolen the calf in the meantime, and it 
was gone. 

The cowherd said, “It must have run away.” 

But the little peasant said, “Nothing of the kind,” 
and he took the cowherd up before the bailiff, who con- 
demned him, for his carelessness, to give the little 
peasant a cow, in place of the lost calf. 

So at last the little peasant and his wife had the 
long-wished-for cow ; they were delighted, but they had 
no fodder and could not give it anything to eat, so very 
soon they had to kill it. 

They salted the meat, and the man went to the town 
to sell the hide, intending to buy another calf with the 
money he got for it. On the way he came to a mill, on 
which a raven sat with a broken wing; he took it up 
out of pity and wrapped it in the hide. Such a storm 
of wind and rain came on that he could go no further, 
so he went into the mill to ask for shelter. 

338 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


Only the miller’s wife was at home, and she said to 
the little peasant, “You may lie down in the straw 
there.” And she gave him some bread and cheese to 
eat. 

The little peasant ate it, and then lay down with the 
hide by his side. 

The miller’s wife thought, “He is tired, and won’t 
wake up. ’ ’ 

Soon after a priest came in, and he was made very 
welcome by the woman, who said, “My husband is out, 
so we can have a feast.” 

The little peasant "was listening, and when he heard 
about the feast he was much annoyed, because bread 
and cheese had been considered quite good enough for 
him. 

The woman then laid the table, and brought out a 
roast joint, salad, cake and wine. They sat down, but 
just as they were beginning to eat, somebody knocked 
at the door. 

The woman said, “Good heavens, that is my hus- 
band !” 

She quickly hid the joint in the oven, the wine under 
the pillow, the salad on the bed, and the cake under the 
bed, and, last of all, she hid the priest in the linen 
chest. Then she opened the door for her husband, and 
said, “Thank heaven, you are back: the world might 
be coming to an end with such a storm as there is!” 

The miller saw the little peasant lying on the straw, 
and said, “What is that fellow doing there?” 

“Oh!” said his wife, “the poor fellow came in the 
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middle of the storm and asked for shelter, so I gave 
him some bread and cheese, and told him he might lie 
on the straw!” 

“He’s welcome as far as I’m concerned,” said the 
man; “but get me something to eat, wife, I’m very 
hungry. ’ ’ 

His wife said, “I have nothing but bread and 
cheese. ’ ’ 

“Anything will please me,” said the man; “bread 
and cheese is good enough.” And his eyes falling on 
the little peasant, he said, ‘ ‘ Come along and have some 
too.” 

The little peasant did not wait for a second bidding, 
but they got up at once, and they fell to. 

The miller noticed the hide on the floor in which the 
raven was wrapped, and said, “What have you got 
there?” 

“I have a soothsayer there,” answered the little 
peasant. 

“Can he prophesy something to me?” asked the 
miller. 

“Why not?” answered the little peasant; “but he 
will only say four things, the fifth he keeps to himself.” 

The miller was inquisitive, and said, “Let me hear 
one of his prophecies.” 

The little peasant squeezed the raven’s head and 
made him croak. 

The miller asked, “What did he say?” 

The little peasant answered, “First he said that 
there was a bottle of wine under the pillow. ’ ’ 
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‘ ‘ That ’s a bit of luck ! ’ ’ said the miller, going to the 
pillow and finding the wine. “What next?” 

The little peasant made the raven croak again, and 
said, “Secondly, he says there is a joint in the oven.” 

“That’s a bit of luck!” said the miller, going to the 
oven and finding the joint. 

The little peasant again squeezed the raven to make 
him prophesy, and said, “Thirdly, he says there is 
some salad in the bed.” 

“That’s a bit of luck!” said the miller, finding the 
salad. 

Again the little peasant squeezed the raven to make 
him croak, and said, “Fourthly, he says there is a cake 
under the bed.” 

“That’s a bit of luck!” cried the miller, as he found 
the cake. 

Now the two sat down at the table together; but the 
miller’s wife was in terror. She went to bed, and 
took all the keys with her. 

The miller would have liked to know what the fifth 
prophecy could be, but the little peasant said, “We 
will quietly eat these four things first, the fifth is some- 
thing dreadful.” 

So they went on eating, and then they bargained as 
to how much the miller should pay for the fifth proph- 
ecy, and at last they agreed upon three hundred thal- 
ers. 

Then again the little peasant squeezed the raven’s 
head and made him crow very loud. 

The miller said, “What does he say?” 
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The little peasant answered, “He says the devil is 
hidden in the linen chest.” 

The miller said, “The devil will have to go out” ; and 
he opened the house door and made his wife give up 
the keys. The little peasant unlocked the linen chest, 
and the priest took to his heels as fast as ever he could. 

The miller said, “I saw the black fellow with my 
own eyes; there was no mistake about it.” 

The little peasant made off at dawn with his three 
hundred thalers. 

After this the little peasant began to get on in the 
world; he built himself a pretty new house, and the 
other peasants said, “He must have been where the 
golden snow falls and where one brings home gold in 
bushels.” 

Then he was summoned before the bailiff to say 
where he got all his riches. 

He answered, “I sold my cow-hide in the town for 
three hundred thalers. ’ ’ 

When the other peasants heard this they all wanted 
to enjoy the same good luck, so they ran home, killed 
their cows, and took the hides off to get the same price 
for them. 

The bailiff said, “My maid must have the first 
chance.” When she reached the town the buyer only 
gave her three thalers for the hide; and he did not 
even give the others so much, for he said, “What on 
earth am I to do with all these hides?” 

Now the peasants were enraged at the little peasant 
for having stolen a march upon them, and to revenge 

342 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


themselves they had him up before the bailiff and ac- 
cused him of cheating. 

The innocent little peasant was unanimously con- 
demned to death ; he was to be put into a cask full of 
holes and rolled into the water. He was led out, and 
a priest was brought to read a mass ; and all the people 
had to stand at a distance. 

As soon as the little peasant looked at the priest, he 
knew he was the man who had been at the miller’s. 
He said to him, “I saved you out of the chest, now you 
must save me out of the cask.” 

Just then a shepherd came by driving a flock of 
sheep, and the little peasant knew that he had long 
wanted to be bailiff himself ; so he called out as loud as 
he could, “No, I will not, and if all the world wished 
it I would not.” 

The shepherd, who heard what he said, came and 
asked, “What’s the matter, what will you not do?” 
The little peasant said, “They want to make me 
bailiff if I will sit in this cask, but I won’t.” 

“If that is all,” said the shepherd, “I will get into 
the cask myself.” 

The little peasant said, “If you will get into the 
cask you shall be made bailiff.” 

The shepherd was delighted, and got in, and the 
little peasant fastened down the cover upon him. The 
flock of sheep he took for himself, and drove them off. 

Then the priest went back to the peasants and told 
them the mass was said; so they went and rolled the 
cask into the water. 
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When it began to roll the shepherd cried out, “I am 
quite ready to be bailiff!” 

The peasants thought that it was only the little peas- 
ant crying out, and they said, “Very likely; but you 
must go and look about you down below first.” And 
they rolled the cask straight into the water. 

Thereupon they went home, and when they entered 
the village what was their surprise to meet the little 
peasant calmly driving a flock of sheep before him, as 
happy as could be. They cried, “Why, you little peas- 
ant, how do you come here again? How did you get 
out of the water?” 

“Well,” said the little peasant, “I sank deep, deep 
down till I touched the bottom ; then I knocked the head 
of the cask off, crept out, and found myself in a beau- 
tiful meadow in which numbers of lambs were feeding, 
and I brought this flock back with me. ’ ’ 

The other peasants said, “Are there any more?” 

“Oh, yes, plenty,” answered the little peasant, 
“more than we should know what to do with.” 

Then the other peasants planned to fetch some of 
these sheep for themselves; they would each have a 
flock. 

But the bailiff said, “I go first.” 

They all ran together to the water ; the sky just then 
was flecked with little fleecy clouds and they were re- 
flected in the water. When the peasants saw them, 
they cried, “Why, there they are! We can see the 
sheep below the water ! ’ ’ 

The bailiff pressed forward, and said, “I will be the 
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first to go down to look about me ; I will call you if it 
is worth while.” So he sprang into the water with a 
great splash. 

The others thought he cried, “Come along!” and the 
whole party plunged in after him. 

So all the peasants perished, and, as the little peas- 
ant was the sole heir, he became a rich man. 
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THE CAT AND MOUSE IN PARTNERSHIP 


CAT having made acquaintance with a mouse, pro- 


fessed such great love and friendship for her, that 
the mouse at last agreed that they should live and keep 
house together. 

“We must make provision for the winter,” said the 
cat, “or we shall suffer hunger, and you, little mouse, 
must not stir out, or you w T ill be caught in a trap. ’ ’ 

So they took counsel together and bought a little pot 
of fat. And then they could not tell where to put it 
for safety, but after long consideration the cat said 
there could not be a better place than the church, for 
nobody would steal there; and they would put under, 
the altar and not touch it until they were really in want. 
So this was done, and the little pot placed in safety. 

But before long the cat was seized with a great wish 
to taste it. 

“Listen to me, little mouse,” said lie; “I have been 
asked by my cousin to stand god-father to a little son 
she has brought into the world ; he is white with brown 
spots; and they want to have the christening to-day, 
so let me go to it, and you stay at home and keep 
house.” 

“Oh, yes, certainly,” answered the mouse, “pray go 
by all means ; and when you are feasting on all the good 
things, think of me ; I should so like a drop of the sweet 
red wine.” 
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But there was not a word of truth in all this; the 
cat had no cousin, and had not been asked to stand 
god-father: he went to the church, straight up to the 
little pot, and licked the fat off the top ; then he took 
a walk over the roofs of the town, saw his acquaint- 
ances, stretched himself in the sun, and licked his 
whiskers as often as he thought of the little pot of fat ; 
and then when it was evening he went home. 

“Here you are at last,” said the mouse; “I expect 
you have had a merry time.” 

“Oh, pretty well,” answered the cat. 

“And what name did you give the child?” asked the 
mouse. 

“Top-off,” answered the cat, drily. 

“Top-off!” cried the mouse, “that is a singular and 
wonderful name! is it common in your family?” 

“What does it matter?” said the cat; “it’s not any 
worse than Crumb-picker, like your god-child.” 

A little time after this the cat was again seized with 
a longing. 

“Again I must ask you,” said he to the mouse, “to 
do me a favor, and keep house alone for a day. I have 
been asked a second time to stand god-father; and as 
the little one has a white ring round its neck, I cannot 
well refuse.” 

So the kind little mouse consented, and the cat crept 
along by the town wall until he reached the church, 
and going straight to the little pot of fat, devoured 
half of it. 

“Nothing tastes so well as what one keeps to 
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oneself,” said lie, feeling quite content with his day’s 
work. When he reached home, the mouse asked what 
name had been given to the child. 

“Half-gone,” answered the cat. 

“Half-gone!” cried the mouse, “I never heard such 
a name in my life ! I’ll bet it’s not to be found in the 
calendar. ’ ’ 

Soon after that the cat’s mouth began to water again 
for the fat. 

“Good things always come in threes,” said he to the 
mouse; “again I have been asked to stand god-father, 
the little one is quite black with white feet, and not any 
white hair on its body; such a thing does not happen 
every day, so you will let me go, won’t you?” 

“Top-off, Half-gone,” murmured the mouse, “they 
are such curious names, I cannot but wonder at them !” 

“That’s because you are always sitting at home,” 
said the cat, “in your little gray frock and hairy tail, 
never seeing the world, and fancying all sorts of 
things.” 

So the little mouse cleaned up the house and set it 
all in order. Meanwhile the greedy cat went and made 
an end of the little pot of fat. 

“Now all is finished one’s mind will be easy,” said 
he, and came home in the evening, quite sleek and com- 
fortable. The mouse asked at once what name had 
been given to the third child. 

“It won’t please you any better than the others,” 
answered the cat. “It is called All-gone.” 

“All -gone!” cried the mouse. “What an unheard- 
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of-name! I never met with anything like it! All- 
gone ! whatever can it mean ? ” And shaking her head, 
she curled herself round and went to sleep. After that 
the cat was not again asked to stand god-father. 

When the winter had come and there was nothing 
more to be had out of doors, the mouse began to think 
of their store. 

“Come, cat,” said she, “we will fetch our pot of 
fat, how good it will taste, to be sure!” 

“Of course it will,” said the cat, “just as good as if 
you stuck your tongue out of window!” 

So they set out, and when they reached the place, 
they found the pot, but it was standing empty. 

“Oh, now I know what it all meant,” cried the mouse, 
“now I see what sort of a partner you have been! 
Instead of standing god-father you have devoured it 

all up; first Top-off, then Half-gone, then” 

‘ ‘ Will you hold your tongue ! ’ ’ screamed the cat, ‘ ‘ an- 
other word, and I devour you too!” 

And the poor little mouse, having “All-gone” on her 
tongue, out it came, and the cat leaped upon her and 
made an end of her. And that is the way of the world. 
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THE ADVENTURES OF CHANTICLEER 
AND PARTLET 

I. HOW THEY WENT TO THE HILLS TO EAT NUTS 

C HANTICLEER said to Partlet one day, “The 
nuts must be ripe ; now we will go up the hill to- 
gether and have a good feast before the squirrel car- 
ries them all off.” 

“All right,” said Partlet, “come along; we’ll have 
a fine time.” So they went away up the hill, and, as 
it was a bright day, they stayed till evening. 

Now whether they really had grown fat, or whether 
it was merely pride, I do not know, but, whatever the 
reason, they would not walk home, and Chanticleer had 
to make a little carriage of nut-sliells. When it was 
ready, Partlet took her seat in it, and said to Chan- 
ticleer, “Now you get between the shafts.” 

“That’s all very fine,” said Chanticleer, “but I 
would sooner go home on foot than put myself in 
harness. I will sit on the box and drive, but draw it 
myself I never will.” 

As they were squabbling over this, a duck quacked 
out, “You thievish folk! Who told you to come to my 
nut-hill? Just you wait, you will suffer for it.” 

Then she rushed at Chanticleer with open bill, but 
he was not to be taken by surprise, and fell upon her 
with his spurs till she cried out for mercy. At last she 
allowed herself to be harnessed to the carriage. Chan- 
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ticleer seated himself on the bos as coachman, and cried 
out unceasingly, “Now, Duck, run as fast as you can.” 

When they had driven a little way they met two foot 
passengers, a pin and a needle. They called out, 

‘ ‘ Stop ! stop ! ’ ’ They said it would soon be pitch dark, 
and they couldn’t walk a step further, the road was so 
dirty; might they not have a lift? They had been to 
the Tailor’s Inn by the gate, and had lingered over 
their beer. 

As they were both very thin, and did not take up 
much room, Chanticleer allowed them to get in, but he 
made them promise not to tread either on his toes, or 
on Partlet’s. Late in the evening they came to an inn, 
and as they did not want to drive any further in the 
dark, and the duck was getting rather uncertain on 
her feet, tumbling from side to side, they drove in. 

The landlord at first made many objections to having 
them, and said the house was already full; perhaps 
he thought they were not very grand folk. But at last, 
by dint of persuasive words, and promising him the 
egg which Mrs. Partlet had laid on the way, and also 
that he should keep the duck, who laid an egg every 
day, he consented to let them stay the night. 

Then they had a meal served to them, and feasted, 
and passed the time in rioting. 

In the early dawn, before it grew light, and every 
one was asleep, Partlet woke up Chanticleer, fetched 
the egg, pecked a hole in it, and between them they ate 
it all up, and threw the shells onto the hearth. Then 
they went to the needle, which was still asleep, seized 
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it by the head and stuck it in the cushion of the land- 
lord’s arm-chair; the pin they stuck in his towel, and 
then, without more ado, away they flew over the heath. 
The duck, which preferred to sleep in the open air, and 
had stayed in the yard, heard them whizzing by, and 
bestirred herself. She found a stream, and swam 
doAvn it ; it was a much quicker way to get on than being 
harnessed to a carriage. 

A couple of hours later, the landlord, who was the 
first to leave his pillow, got up and washed. When he 
took up the towel to dry himself, he scratched his face 
and made a long red line from ear to ear. Then he 
went to the kitchen to light his pipe, but when he 
stooped over the hearth the egg-shells flew into his eye. 

“Everything goes to my head this morning,” he said 
angrily, as he dropped onto the cushion of his grand- 
father’s arm-chair. But he quickly bounded up again, 
and shouted, “Gracious me!” for the needle had run 
into him, and this time not in the head. He grew furi- 
ous, and his suspicions immediately fell on the guests 
who had come in so late the night before. When he 
went to look for them, they were nowhere to be seen. 
Then he swore never to take such ragamuffins into his 
house again; for they ate a great deal, paid nothing, 
and played tricks, by way of thanks, into the bargain. 

II. THE VISIT TO ME. KORBES 

Another day, when Partlet and Chanticleer were 
about to take a journey, Chanticleer built a fine car- 
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riage with four red wheels, and harnessed four little 
mice to it. Mrs. Partlet seated herself in it with Chan- 
ticleer, and they drove off together. 

Before long they met a cat. “Whither away!” said 
she. 

Chanticleer answered — 

“All on our way 

A visit to pay 

To Mr. Korbes at his house to-day .” 

“Take me with you,” said the cat. 

Chanticleer answered, “With pleasure; sit down be- 
hind, so that you don’t fall out forwards.” 

“My wheels so red, pray have a eare 

From any splash of mud to spare. 

Little wheels hurry! 

Little mice skurry! 

All on our way 

A visit to pay 

To Mr. Korbes at his house to-day.” 

Then came a millstone, an egg, a duck, a pin, and, 
last of all, a needle. They all took their places in the 
carriage and went with the rest. 

But when they arrived at Mr. Korbes’ house, he 
wasn’t in. The mice drew the carriage into the coach- 
house, Partlet and Chanticleer flew onto a perch, the 
cat sat down by the fire, the duck lay down by the well- 
pole. The egg rolled itself up in the towel, the pin 
stuck itself into the cushion, the needle sprang into 
the pillow on the bed, and the millstone laid itself over 
the door. 

When Mr. Korbes came home, and went to the hearth 
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to make a fire, the cat threw ashes into his face. He 
ran into the kitchen to wash, and the duck squirted 
water into his face; seizing the towel to dry himself, 
the egg rolled out, broke, and stuck up one of his eyes. 
He wanted to rest, and sat down in his arm-chair, when 
the pin pricked him. He grew very angry, threw him- 
self on the bed and laid his head on the pillow, when 
the needle ran into him and made him cry out. In a 
fury he wanted to rush into the open air, but when he 
got to the door, the millstone fell on his head and killed 
him. What a bad man Mr. Korbes must have been! 

III. THE DEATH OF PARTLET 

Partlet and Chanticleer went to the nut-hill on an- 
other occasion, and they arranged that whichever of 
them found a nut should share it with the other. 

Partlet found a huge nut, but said nothing about it, 
and meant to eat it all herself ; but the kernel was so big 
that she could not swallow it. It stuck in her throat, 
and she was afraid she would be choked. She shrieked, 
“Chanticleer, Chanticleer, run and fetch some water 
as fast as you can, or I shall choke!” 

So Chanticleer ran as fast as he could to the well, 
and said, “Well, well, you must give me some water! 
Partlet is out on the nut-hill ; she has swallowed a big 
nut, and is choking.” 

The well answered, ‘ ‘ First you must run to my bride, 
and tell her to give you some red silk.” 

Chanticleer ran to the bride, and said, “Bride, bride, 
give me some red silk : I will give the silk to the well, 

354 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


and the well will give me some water to take to Partlet, 
for she has swallowed a big nut, and is choking.” 

The bride answered, “Run first and fetch me a 
wreath which I left hanging on a willow. ’ ’ 

So Chanticleer ran to the willow, pulled the wreath 
off the branch, and brought it to the bride. The bride 
gave him the red silk, which he took to the well, and 
the well gave him the water for it. Then Chanticleer 
took the water to Partlet; but as it happened she had 
choked in the meantime, and lay there dead and stiff. 
Chanticleer’s grief was so great that he cried aloud, 
and all the animals came and condoled with him. 

Sis mice built a little car to draw Partlet to the 
grave; and when the car was ready they harnessed 
themselves to it, and drew Partlet away. 

On the way, Reynard the fox joined them. “Where 
are you going, Chanticleer?” 

“I’m going to bury my wife, Partlet.” 

“May I go with you?” 

“Jump up behind, we’re not yet full, 

A weight in front, my nags can’t pull.” 

So the fox took a seat at the back, and he was fol- 
lowed by the wolf, the bear, the stag, the lion, and ail 
the other animals of the forest. The procession went 
on, till they came to a stream. 

“How shall we ever get over?” said Chanticleer. 

A straw was lying by the stream, and it said, “I will 
stretch myself across, and then you can pass over 
upon me.” 

But when the six mice got onto the straw it col- 
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lapsed, and tlie mice fell into the water with it, and 
they were all drowned. So their difficulty was as great 
as ever. Then a coal came along, and said, “I am big 
enough, I will lie down, and you can pass over me.” 

So the coal laid itself across the stream, but un- 
fortunately it just touched the water, hissed, went out, 
and was dead. A stone, seeing this, had pity on them, 
and, wanting to help Chanticleer, laid itself over the 
water. Now Chanticleer drew the car, and he just 
managed to get across himself with the hen. Then 
he w r anted to pull the others over who were hanging 
on behind, but it was too much for him, and the car 
fell back and they all fell into the water and were 
drowned. 

So Chanticleer was left alone with the dead hen, and 
he dug a grave and laid her in it. Then he made a 
mound over it, and seated himself upon it and grieved 
till he died ; and then they were all dead. 
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THE BREMEN TOWN MUSICIANS 


A CERTAIN man had an ass which for many years 
carried sacks to the mill without tiring. At last, 
however, its strength was worn out ; it was no longer of 
any use for work. Accordingly its master began to 
ponder as to how best to cut down its keep; but the 
ass, seeing there was mischief in the air, ran away 
and started on the road to Bremen; there he thought 
he could become a town-musician. 

When he had been traveling a short time, he fell in 
with a hound, who was lying panting on the road as 
though he had run himself off his legs. 

“Well, what are you panting so for, Growler?” said 
the ass. 

“Ah,” said the hound, “just because I am old, and 
every day I get weaker, and also because I can no 
longer keep up with the pack, my master wanted to 
kill me, so I took my departure. But now, how am I 
to earn my bread?” 

“Do you know what?” said the ass. “I am going 
to Bremen, and shall there become a town-musician; 
come with me and take your part in the music. I shall 
play the lute, and you shall beat the kettle-drum.” 

The hound agreed, and they went on. 

A short time after they came upon a cat, sitting in 
the road, with a face as long as a wet week. 

“Well, what has been crossing you, Whiskers?” 
asked the ass. 
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“Who can be cheerful when he is out at elbows?” 
said the cat. “I am getting on in years, and my teeth 
are blunted and I prefer to sit by the stove and purr 
instead of hunting round after mice. Just because of 
this my mistress wanted to drown me. I made myself 
scarce, but now I don’t know where to turn.” 

“Come with us to Bremen,” said the ass. “You 
are a great hand at serenading, so you can become a 
town-musician.” 

The cat consented, and joined them. 

Next the fugitives passed by a yard where a barn- 
door fowl was sitting on the door, crowing with all its 
might. 

“You crow so loud you pierce one through and 
through,” said the ass. “WLat is the matter?” 

“Why! didn’t I prophesy fine weather for Lady Day, 
when Our Lady washes the Christ Child’s little gar- 
ment and wants to dry it? But, notwithstanding this, 
because Sunday visitors are coming to-morrow, the 
mistress has no pity, and she has ordered the cook to 
make me into soup, so I shall have my neck wrung to- 
night. Now I am crowing with all my might while I 
have the chance.” 

“Come along, Bed-comb,” said the ass; “you had 
much better come with us. We are going to Bremen, 
and you will find a much better fate there. You have 
a good voice, and when we make music together, there 
will be quality in it.” 

The cock allowed himself to be persuaded, and they 
all four went off together. They could not, however, 
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reach the town in one day, and by evening they arrived 
at a wood, where they determined to spend the night. 
The ass and the hound lay down under a big tree ; the 
cat and the cock settled themselves in the branches, the 
cock flying right up to the top, which was the safest 
place for him. Before going to sleep he looked round 
once more in every direction; suddenly it seemed to 
him that he saw a light burning in the distance. He 
called out to his comrades that there must be a house 
not far off, for he saw a light. 

“Very well,” said the ass, “let us set out and make 
our way to it, for the entertainment here is very bad. ’ ’ 

The hound thought some bones or meat would suit 
him too, so they set out in the direction of the light, and 
soon saw it shining more clearly, and getting bigger 
and bigger, till they reached a brightly-lighted robbers ’ 
den. The ass, being the tallest, approached the win- 
dow and looked in. 

“What do you see, old Jackass?” asked the cock. 

“What do I see?” answered the ass; “why, a table 
spread with delicious food and drink, and robbers 
seated at it enjoying themselves.” 

“That would just suit us,” said the cock. 

“Yes; if we were only there,” answered the ass. 

Then the animals took counsel as to how to set about 
driving the robbers out. At last they hit upon a plan. 

The ass was to take up his position with his fore-feet 
on the window-sill, the hound was to jump on his back, 
the cat to climb up onto the hound, and last of all the 
cock flew up and perched on the cat’s head. When 
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they were thus arranged, at a given signal they all be- 
gan to perforin their music ; the ass brayed, the hound 
barked, the cat mewed, and the cock crowed ; then they 
dashed through the window, shivering the panes. The 
robbers jumped up at the terrible noise ; they thought 
nothing less than that a demon was coming in upon 
them, and fled into the ivood in the greatest alarm. 
Then the four animals sat down to table, and helped 
themselves according to taste, and ate as though they 
had been starving for weeks. When they had finished 
they extinguished the light, and looked for sleeping 
places, each one to suit his nature and taste. 

The ass lay down on a pile of straw, the hound be- 
hind the door, the cat on the hearth near the warm 
ashes, and the cock flew up to the rafters. As they 
were tired from the long journey, they soon went to 
sleep. 

When midnight was past, and the robbers saw from 
a distance that the light was no longer burning, and 
that all seemed quiet, the chief said: 

“We ought not to have been scared by a false 
alarm,” and ordered one of the robbers to go and ex- 
amine the house. 

Finding all quiet, the messenger went into the kitchen 
to kindle a light, and taking the cat’s glowing, fiery 
eyes for live coals, he held a match close to them so 
as to light it. But the cat would stand no nonsense; 
it flew at his face, spat and scratched. He was ter- 
ribly frightened and ran away. 

He tried to get out by the back door, but the hound, 
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who was lying there, jumped up and bit his leg. As 
he ran across the pile of straw in front of the house, 
the ass gave him a good sound kick with his hind legs, 
while the cock, who had awakened at the uproar quite 
fresh and gay, cried out from his perch: “Cock-a- 

doodle-doo.” Thereupon the robber ran back as fast 
as he could to his chief, and said: “There is a grue- 
some witch in the house, who breathed on me and 
scratched me with her long fingers. Behind the door 
there stands a man with a knife, who stabbed me ; while 
in the yard lies a black monster, who hit me with a 
club; and upon the roof the judge is seated, and he 
called out, ‘ Bring the rogue here, ’ so I hurried away 
as fast as I could.” 

Thenceforward the robbers did not venture again to 
the house, which, however, pleased the four Bremen 
musicians so much that they never wished to leave it 
again. 

And he who last told the story has hardly finished 
speaking yet. 
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KING THRUSHBEARD 


r PHERE was once a king who had a daughter. She 
was more beautiful than words can tell, but at the 
same time so proud and haughty that no man who came 
to woo her was good enough for her. She turned away 
one after another, and even mocked them. 

One day her father ordered a great feast to be given, 
and invited to it all the marriageable young men from 
far and near. 

They were all placed in a row, according to their 
rank and position. First came kings, then princes, 
then dukes, earls, and barons. 

The Princess was led through the ranks, hut she had 
some fault to find with all of them. 

One was too stout. “That barrel!” she said. The 
nest was too talL “Long and lean is no good!” The 
third was too short. “Short and stout, can’t turn 
about ! ’ ’ The fourth was too white. “Pale as death ! ’ ’ 
The fifth was too red. “Turkey-cock!” The sixth 
was not straight. ‘ ‘ Oven-dried ! ’ ’ 

So there was something against each of them. But 
she made specially merry over one good king, who 
stood quite at the head of the row, and whose chin was 
a little hooked. 

“Why!” she cried, “he has a chin like the beak of 
a thrush.” 
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After that, he was always called “King Thrush- 
beard. ’ ’ 

When the old king saw that his daughter only made 
fun of them, and despised all the suitors who were as- 
sembled, he was very angry, and swore that the first 
beggar who came to the door should be her husband. 

A few days after, a wandering musician began to 
sing at the window, hoping to receive charity. 

When the King heard him, he said: “Let him be 
brought in.” 

The musician came in, dressed in dirty rags, and 
sang to the King and his daughter, and when he had 
finished, he begged alms of them. 

The King said: “Your song has pleased me so 
much, that I will give you my daughter for wife. ’ ’ 

The Princess was horror-stricken. But the King 
said: “I have sworn an oath to give you to the first 

beggar who came; and I will keep my word.” 

No entreaties were of any avail. A parson was 
brought, and she had to marry the musician there and 
then. 

WTien the marriage was completed, the King said: 
“Now you are a beggar-woman, you can’t stay in my 
castle any longer. You must go away with your hus- 
band. ’ ’ 

The beggar took her by the hand and led her away, 
and she was obliged to go with him on foot. 

When they came to a big wood, she asked: 

“Ah! who is the lord of this forest so fine?” 

“It belongs to King Thrushbeard. It might have been thine, 
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If his queen you had been.” 

“Ah! sad must I sing! 

I would I’d accepted the love of the King.” 

After that they reached a great meadow, and she 
asked again: 

“Ah! who is the lord of these meadows so fine?” 

“They belong to King Thrushbeard, and would have been thine, 

If his queen you had been.” 

“Ah! sad must I sing! 

I would I’d accepted the hand of the King.” 

Then they passed through a large town, and again 
she asked: 

“Ah! who is the lord of this city so fine?” 

“It belongs to King Thrushbeard, and it might have been thine, 

If his queen you had been.” 

“Ah! sad must I sing! 

I would I’d accepted the heart of the King.” 

“It doesn’t please me at all,” said the musician, 
“that you are always wishing for another husband. 
Am I not good enough for you?” 

At last they came to a miserable little hovel, and 
she said: 

“Ah, heavens! what’s this house, so mean and small? 

This wretched little hut’s no house at all.” 

The musician answered: “This is my house, and 
yours ; where we are to live together. ’ ’ 

The door was so low that she had to stoop to get in. 

“Where are the servants?” asked the Princess. 

“Servants indeed!” answered the beggar. “What- 
ever you want done, you must do for yourself. Light 
the fire, and put the kettle on to make my supper. I. 
am very tired.” 
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But the Princess knew nothing about lighting fires or 
cooking, and to get it done at all, the beggar had to do 
it himself. 

When they had finished their humble fare, they went 
to bed. But in the morning the man made her get up 
very early to do the housework. 

They lived like this for a few days, till they had 
eaten up all their store of food. 

Then the man said: “Wife, this won’t do any 

longer; you can’t live here without working. You 
shall make baskets.” 

So he went out and cut some osiers, and brought 
them home. She began to weave them, but the hard 
osiers bruised her tender hands. 

“I see that won’t do,” said the beggar. “You had 
better spin; perhaps you can manage that.” 

So she sat down and tried to spin, but the harsh yarn 
soon cut her delicate fingers and made them bleed. 

“Now you see,” said the man, “what a good-for- 
nothing you are. I have made a bad bargain in you. 
But I will try to start a trade in earthenware. You 
must sit in the market and offer your goods for 
sale. ’ ’ 

“Alas !” she thought, “if any of the people from my 
father’s kingdom come and see me sitting in the mar- 
ket-place, offering goods for sale, they will scoff at 
me.” But it was no good. She had to obey, unless 
she meant to die of hunger. 

All went well the first time. The people willingly 
bought her wares because she was so handsome, and 
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they paid what she asked them — nay, some even gave 
her' the money and left her the pots as well. 

They lived on the gains as long as they lasted, and 
then the man laid in a new stock of wares. 

She took her seat in a comer of the market, set out 
her crockery about her, and began to cry her wares. 

Suddenly, a drunken Hussar came galloping up, 
and rode right in among the pots, breaking them into 
thousands of bits. 

She began to cry, and was so frightened that she did 
not know what to do. “Oh! what will become of me?” 
she cried. “What will my husband say to me?” She 
ran home, and told him her misfortune. 

“Who would ever think of sitting at the comer of 
the market with crockery?” he said. “Stop that cry- 
ing. I see you are no manner of use for any decent 
kind of work. I have been to our king’s palace, and 
asked if they do not want a kitchen wench, and they 
have promised to try you. You will get your victuals 
free, at any rate.” 

So the Princess became a kitchen wench, and had to 
wait upon the cook and do all the dirty work. She 
fixed a pot into each of her pockets, and in them took 
home her share of the scraps and leavings, and upon 
these they lived. 

It so happened that the marriage of the eldest prin- 
cess just then took place, and the poor girl went up- 
stairs and stood behind the curtains to peep at all the 
splendor. 

When the rooms were lighted up, and she saw the 
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guests streaming in, one more beautiful than the other, 
and the scene grew more and more brilliant, she 
thought, with a heavy heart, of her sad fate. She 
cursed the pride and haughtiness which had been the 
cause of her humiliation, and of her being brought to 
such depths. 

Every now and then the servants would throw her 
bits from the savory dishes they were carrying away 
from the feast, and these she put into her pots to take 
home with her. 

All at once the King’s son came in. He was dressed 
in silk and velvet, and he had a golden chain round his 
neck. 

When he saw the beautiful girl standing at the door, 
he seized her by the hand, and wanted to dance with 
her. 

But she shrank and refused, because she saw that it 
was King Thrushheard, who had been one of the suit- 
ors for her hand, and whom she had most scornfully 
driven away. 

Her resistance was no use, and he dragged her into 
the hall. The string by which her pockets were sus- 
pended broke. Down fell the pots, and the soup and 
savory morsels were spilt all over the floor. 

When the guests saw it, they burst into shouts of 
mocking laughter. 

She was so ashamed, that she would gladly have 
sunk into the earth. She rushed to the door, and tried 
to escape, hut on the stairs a man stopped her and 
brought her back. 
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When she looked at him, it was no other than King 
Thrushbeard again. 

He spoke kindly to her, and said : ‘ ‘ Do not be afraid. 
I and the beggar-man, who lived in the poor little 
hovel with yon, are one and the same. For love of 
you I disguised myself ; and I was also the Hussar who 
rode among your pots. All this I did to bend your 
proud spirit, and to punish you for the haughtiness 
with which you mocked me. ’ ’ 

She wept bitterly, and said: “I was very wicked, 
and I am not worthy to be your wife.” 

But he said: “Be happy! Those evil days are 
over. Now we will celebrate our true wedding.” 

The waiting-women came and put rich clothing upon 
her, and her father, with all his court, came and wished 
her joy on her marriage with King Thrushbeard. 

Then, in truth, her happiness began. I wish we had 
been there to see it, you and I. 
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THE STRAW, THE COAL, AND THE BEAN 

/~\NCE there was a poor old woman who lived in a 
v -^ village ; she had collected a bundle of beans, and 
was going to cook them. So she prepared a fire on 
her hearth, and to make it burn up quickly she lighted 
it with a handful of straw. When she threw the beans 
into the pot, one escaped her unnoticed and slipped onto 
the floor, where it lay by a straw. Soon after a glow- 
ing coal jumped out of the fire and joined the others. 
Then the straw began, and said: “Little friends, how 

came ye hither?” 

The coal answered: “I have happily escaped the 
fire; and if I had not done so by force of will, my 
death would certainly have been a most cruel one; I 
should have been burnt to a cinder.” 

The bean said: “I also have escaped so far with a 
whole skin; but if the old woman had put me into the 
pot, I should have been pitilessly boiled down to broth 
like my comrades.” 

“Would a better fate have befallen me, then?” asked 
the straw; “the old woman packed all my brothers into 
the fire and smoke, sixty of them all done for at once. 
Fortunately, I slipped through her fingers.” 

“What are we to do now, though?” asked the coal. 

“My opinion is,” said the bean, “that, as we have 
escaped death, we must all keep together like good 
comrades ; and so that we may run no further risks, we 
had better quit the country. ’ ’ 
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This proposal pleased both the others, and they set 
out together. Before long they came to a little stream, 
and, as there was neither path nor bridge, they did 
not know how to get over. The straw at last had an 
idea, and said, “I will throw myself over and then you 
can walk across upon me like a bridge.” So the straw 
stretched himself across from one side to the other, 
and the coal, which was of a fiery nature, tripped gayly 
over the newly-built bridge. But when it got to the 
middle and heard the water rushing below, it was 
frightened, and remained speechless, not daring to go 
any further. The straw beginning to burn, broke in 
two and fell into the stream; the coal, falling with it, 
fizzled out in the water. The bean, who had cautiously 
remained on the bank, could not help laughing over the 
whole business, and, having begun, could not stop, but 
laughed till she split her sides. Now, all would have 
been up with her had not, fortunately, a wandering 
tailor been taking a rest by the stream. As he had a 
sympathetic heart, he brought out a needle and thread 
and stitched her up again; but, as he used black thread, 
all beans have a black seam to this day. 
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THE BLUE LIGHT 


T HERE was once a soldier who had served his king 
well and faithfully for many years. But, on ac- 
count of his many wounds, he could serve no longer. 

The King said: “You can go home now. I have 
no further need for you. I can only pay those who 
serve me.” 

The soldier did not know what to do for a living, and 
he went sadly away. 

He walked all day, till he reached a wood, where, in 
the distance, he saw a light. On approaching it, he 
found a house inhabited by a witch. 

“Pray give me shelter for the night, and something 
to eat and drink,” he said, “or I shall perish.” 

“Oh, ho!” she said. “Who gives anything to a 
runaway soldier, I should like to know. But I will be 
merciful and take you in, if you will do something for 
me.” 

“What is it?” asked the soldier. 

“I want you to dig up my garden to-morrow.” 

The soldier agreed to this, and next day he worked as 
hard as he could, but he could not finish before evening. 

“I see,” said the witch, “that you can do no more 
this evening. I will keep you one night more, and to- 
morrow you shall split up some logs for firewood.” 

The soldier took the whole day over this task, and in 
the evening the witch proposed that he should again 
stay another night. 
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“You shall only have a very light task to-morrow,” 
she said. ‘ ‘ There is an old, dry well behind my house. 
My light, which burns blue, and never goes out, has 
fallen into it, and I want you to bring it back.” 

Next day the witch led him to the well, and let him 
down in a basket. 

He found the light, and made a sign to be pulled up ; 
but when he was near the top, the witch put out her 
hand, and wanted to take it from him. 

But he, seeing her evil designs, said: “No; I will 
not give you the light till I have both feet safe on dry 
land again.” 

The witch flew into a passion, let him fall back into 
the well again, and went away. 

The poor soldier fell onto the damp ground without 
taking any harm, and the blue light burnt as brightly 
as ever. But what was the good of that? He saw that 
he could not escape death. 

He sat for some time feeling very sad, then happen- 
ing to put his hand into his pocket, he found his pipe 
still half full. 

“This will be my last pleasure,” he thought, as he 
lighted it at the blue light, and began to smoke. 

When the cloud of smoke he made cleared off a little, 
a tiny black man appeared before him, and asked: 
“What orders, master?” 

“What do you mean?” the soldier asked in amaze- 
ment. 

“I must do anything that you command,” said the 
little man. 
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“Oh, if that is so,” said the soldier, “get me oat of 
this well first.” 

The little man took him by the hand, and led him 
through an underground passage; but the soldier did 
not forget to take the blue light with him. 

On the way he showed the soldier all the treasures 
the witch had amassed there, and he took as much gold 
as he could carry. 

When they reached the top he said to the little man : 

“Now go, bind the witch and take her before the 
judge.” 

Before long she came by riding at a furious pace on 
a tom cat, and screaming at the top of her voice. 

The little man soon after appeared, and said: 
‘ ‘ Everything is done as you commanded, and the witch 
hangs on the gallows. What further orders have you, 
master?” 

“Nothing at this moment,” answered the soldier. 
“You can go home; only be at hand when I call.” 

“You only have to light your pipe at the blue light, 
and I will be there,” said the little man, and then he 
vanished. 

The soldier went back to the town that he had left, 
and ordered some new clothes, then he went to the best 
inn and told the landlord to give him the best rooms. 

When he had taken possession, he summoned the lit- 
tle black man, and said: “I served my king faith- 
fully, but he sent me away to die of hunger. Now I 
will have my revenge.” 

“What do you wish me to do?” asked the little man. 
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“Late at night, when the Princess is asleep in her 
bed, bring her, sleeping, to me, and I will make her do 
menial service for me.” 

“It is an easy enough thing for me to do,” said the 
little man. “But it will be a bad business for you if 
it comes out. ’ ’ 

As the clock struck twelve, the door sprang open, 
and the little man bore the maiden in. 

“Ah ha! There you are!” cried the soldier. “Set 
about your work at once. Fetch the broom and sweep 
the floor.” 

When she had finished, he sat down and ordered her 
to take his boots off. Then he threw them at her, 
and made her pick them up and clean them. She did 
everything he ordered without resistance, silently, and 
with half-shut eyes. 

At the first cock-crow, the little man carried her 
away to the royal palace, and put her back in bed. 

In the morning when the Princess got up, she went 
to her father, and told him that she had had an extraor- 
dinary dream. 

“I was carried through the streets at lightning speed, 
and taken to the room of a soldier, whom I had to serve 
as a maid, and do all kinds of menial work. I had to 
sweep the room, and clean his boots. Of course, it 
was only a dream, and yet I am as tired this morning 
as if I had done it all.” 

“The dream could not have been true,” said the 
King. “But I will give you a piece of advice. Fill 
your pocket with peas, and cut a little hole in it, then 

374 


THE GRIMMS’ FAIRY TALES 


if you are carried away again, they will drop out and 
leave a track on the road.” 

"When the King said this, the little man was stand- 
ing by, invisible, and heard it all. 

At night, when he again carried off the Princess, the 
peas certainly fell out of her pocket, but they were 
useless to trace her by, for the cunning little man had 
scattered peas all over the streets. Again the Princess 
had to perform her menial duties till cock-crow. 

The next morning the King sent out people who were 
to find the track; but they were unable to do so, because 
in every street the poor children were picking up 
peas, and saying: “It must have rained peas in the 
night.” 

“We must devise a better plan,” said the King. 
“Keep your shoes on when you go to bed, and before 
you come away from the place where you are taken, 
hide one of them. I shall be sure to find it.” 

The little man heard this plan also; and when the 
soldier told him to bring the Princess again, he advised 
him to put it off. He said he knew no further means 
against their craftiness; and if the shoe were found, 
it would be very dangerous for his master. 

“Do what I tell you,” answered the soldier; and for 
the third time the Princess was brought and made to 
work like a servant. But before leaving she hid one 
of her shoes under the bed. 

Next morning the King ordered the whole town to 
be searched for his daughter’s shoe, and it was soon 
found in the soldier’s room. He himself, at the re- 
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quest of the little man, had gone outside the gates ; but 
before long he was seized and thrown into prison. 

In his flight he had forgotten his greatest treasures, 
the blue light and his gold. He had but one ducat in 
his pocket. 

As he stood at his window in the prison, loaded with 
chains, he saw one of his comrades going by. He 
tapped on the pane, and said : 

“Be so good as to fetch me the little bundle I left 
behind at the inn, and I will give you a ducat.” 

His comrade hurried off and brought him the bundle. 
As soon as the soldier was alone, he lighted his pipe 
and summoned the little man. 

“Don’t be afraid,” he said to his master. “Go 
where they take you, and let what will happen, only 
take the blue light with you. ’ ’ 

Xest day a trial was held, and although the soldier 
had done no harm, the judge sentenced him to death. 

"When he was led out to execution he asked a last 
favor of the King. 

“TYhat is your wish?” asked the King. 

“That I may smoke a last pipe.” 

“You may smoke three,” answered the King. “But 
don’t imagine that I will therefore grant you your 
life.” 

Then the soldier drew’ out his pipe, and lighted it at 
the blue light. 

As soon as a few rings of smoke arose, the little man 
appeared with a little cudgel in his hand, and said: 
“"What is my master’s command?” 
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“Strike the false judge and his minions to the 
ground, and do not spare the King either for all his 
cruelty to me.” 

Then the little man flew about like lightning, zig-zag, 
hither and thither, and whomever he touched with his 
cudgel fell to the ground, and dared not move. 

The King was now seized with alarm, and, begging 
on his knees that his life might be spared, he rendered 
up his kingdom and gave his daughter to the soldier to 
be his wife. 
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